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Wrong Number Kid 


by haystack24 


Summary 


When Peter Parker accidentally texts The Tony Stark mistaking him for Ned, who knows 
what chaos will ensue. 


Laughter, abuse, memes, and nicknames. 


I swapped the roles of the abusers, so instead of May, it’s Ben. So that means May is dead 
and Ben is alive. 


Notes 


This is a classic wrong number fic, and I’m going to try to post this on wattpad if I get the 
chance. 


This fic also contains some graphic depictions of abuse so if that triggers you, please don’t 
read it. 

I have suffered from physical and verbal abuse before so this fic is kind of a way to express 
my feelings. But don’t worry, I am out of my abusive house and I live with my mom now :) 


So, You're Not Ned? 


NED 








Ned, please 


I’ve already lost enough blood 


Ned come on 


I know it’s you 


So... you’re not Ned 


No! 
I mean 


No, but I just texted that to catch his attention 


Sorry 
Can’t tell you that :( 


Because you might be a pedo 


22 


Who’s Ned? 


22? 
Sorry, not Ned. 


But why are you bleeding? 


we 


Nope, but do you want me to call someone to help? 


22? 
Okay... 


Who are you? 


22? 


Why? 


22? 


That’s exactly what a pedo would say 


Also, you sound old 


By using punctuation 
You use text for a quick conversation 


Not a whole grammatically correct essay 


Now that’s just rude 


Fair 


What’s your name? 


Why? 


*le gasp* 


You think *I’m* a pedo 


Why would you think that 


I’m not a pedophile. 


22? 


How does someone sound old on text? 


22? 


Brat. 


22? 


You called me old. 


22? 


Can’t tell you that. 


22? 


Same reason. 


22? 


No, I think you’re a spy. 


ag 


Because you managed to text me even though my text is encrypted. 


Oh 


I thought Ned was just challenging me 


(*U®)g 


Language 


Right 


Its an emoticon 


They look like these: 


To@er 
oD 
a 
(e’U’e)/ 


I(e Ue) 
A( <)> 


The great Peter does not reveal his name 
Cs) 


Ah shoot 


* °227 changed ‘???’ to ‘Peter’ * 


22? 


Nope. 


22? 


What in the hell was that. 


22 


That didn’t answer my question. 


Huh? 


we 
Interesting. 


But can you tell me your name? 


22? 


Why hello there Peter. 


Peter 
Well this isn’t fair 
Idk your name 
222 
Too bad. 


Just nickname me or something. 


Peter 
Fine. 
* “Peter’ changed ‘???’ to ‘Mr. Old’ * 
Mr. Old 
Haven’t your parents taught you any manners? 
Peter 
lol nope 


They died before they could 
Mr. Old 
Oh dang. I’m sorry kid. 
Peter 
It's fine :) 
So... 
What do you do? 
Mr. Old 


I’m a mechanic who works at Stark Industries. 


Peter 
Cool! 
Omg like Tony Stark 
Wait 


Do you work with Tony Stark!!! 


Mr. Old 


Maybe. 
Peter 
Omg 
That is so cool 
Have you ever met him before? 
Mr.Old 
Maybe. 


Peter 


Tony Stark is like so awesome 


Tony looked up at his phone with a slight smirk. ‘Hm’ he thought, let’s see if he’s a fan. 


Mr. Old 
Really? 
Tony Stark just seems like a snobby playboy to me 
Peter 
*le gasp* 
Tony Stark is amazing how could you say that 
He changed his ways and now he’s an avenger! 
He’s so smart and cool and he even saved my life once 
Mr. Old 
He saved your life? 
Peter 
Yeah! 


It was at the Stark Expo when all the drones attacked and I was little at the time, and I was 
apparently really stupid. At the end of the night, I was left alone because of the chaos and one of 
the Hammer Drones landed right in front of me with its weapon up because I was wearing an 


IronMan mask so it must’ ve recognized me, and right before I was about to get shot, he swooped 
down beside me and blasted the thing and said “Nice work kid” and then flew away. And that was 
like the most memorable night I’ve had from my childhood 


Mr. Old 
That was you! 
Peter 
What do you mean? 
Mr. Old 


Oh, I mean that ‘that was you’ because I saw it on the news. 


Peter 
Oh ok cool 
Mr. Old 
So what are you like kid? 
And don’t say you aren’t one because you act like one. 
Peter 


Sorry, can’t tell ya 


You might be a pedo 
Mr. Old 
Oh for god sakes. 
I’m not a pedo. 
But I’m still gonna figure out who you are. 
Peter 
Ha 
Be my guest 


* 10 minutes later * 


Mr. Old 
What the hell! 


Why can’t I hack your phone! 


Peter 


Because I am smart | (* U*)| 


Muahaha 
Mr. Old 
I’m impressed. 
How old are you? 
I don’t think a 10-year-old can do this. 
Peter 


I’m not 10, ’'m 15! >:( 
Mr. Old 
Dang, that’s impressive for 15 year old. 
Peter 
Shoot 


I didn’t mean to say that 


Peter looked up from his phone and tensed after hearing the jingling of keys in the door. 
“T’m home Peter!” said Uncle Ben with a slight slur of his words. 
Dread filled Peter’s stomach. 


A year has passed since the death of Aunt May. The death where she bled to death because of a 
mugging Peter and Ben think he could’ ve stopped. 


Only after a few months did the grief start getting to Ben, and he began to drink away his sorrows. 
And with the effects of alcoholism on his side, he began to verbally abuse Peter. 


He would always call Peter worthless, a waste of space, or blame May’s death on Peter. 


Peter was okay with this happening because it was ‘just a few words, it’s just like Flash’s bullying. 
But it progressed into physical violence a month later. 


Punches, kicks and beer bottles were the regular things thrown at Peter if he somehow irritated 
Ben. 


But Peter tolerated it. 


With every ounce of pain he got, Peter kept thinking that he deserved it because he ‘killed’ his 
Aunt. Even though no one should have to go through that. 


Peter was snapped out of his thoughts when he heard heavy footsteps coming towards his room. 


He quickly shoots a text to ‘Mr. Old’ that he had to go and proceed to put his phone in his pocket. 


This was not going to be a fun night. 


Peter 
I gotta go now, Mr. Old 
My uncles home 
Mr. Old 
Alrighty. 


Bye kid. 


Tony put his phone away after sending one last text to the kid and looked up to see a familiar 
assassin. He was currently sitting on the sofa with a few of the avengers who were Natasha, Clint, 
Sam, and Bruce. 


“Who got you all happy?” questioned Natasha. 
”Just some random kid who randomly messaged me” replied Tony. 
“Hm” was all Natasha said before leaving the room with a mischievous glint in her eyes. 


Oh boy’ Tony thought. 


More Friends! 


Chapter Summary 


Peter is now facing the wrath of drunk Uncle Ben, getting closer to 'Mr. Old’, and 
making one more online friend. 


Chapter Notes 


Trigger warning for people who are sensitive to abuse. 


Also, I forgot to mention in the first chapter, but in this "book," Civil War, Infinity 
War, and Endgame didn't happen. So basically, I'm ignoring everything bad and 
making everything happy. 


That's all for now, folks, enjoy... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 
Uncle Ben opened the door to my room, and he could smell the alcohol wavering off of him from 
five feet away. 
”Yo’r such a d’sappointm’nt P’t’r,” slurred Ben. 
“Y°u d’serve pain” 
Peter tensed and slowly backed away for what was about to happen. 


Having Ben hit him when he was drunk was the worst compared to when he was sober. When 
there was no alcohol flowing through Ben, he knew that if he hit him too hard, bruises would 
show, but now that he was drunk, he forgot. 


”D’n’t back away fr’m m’ boy!” exclaimed Ben. 
“P-please d-don’t hurt m-me,” Peter responded 


“Ah, shut up.” 


Suddenly, Ben lunged at Peter, grabbed his shirt's collar, and slammed Peter against the closest 
wall. 


He slowly leaned near Peter’s ear and whispered, ““You’re gonna pay for what you did to May.” 


Then, his spider-senses flared, and Peter’s world was filled with white-hot fiery pain. Ben had 
started to hit Peter in the face repeatedly. 


It took everything he could to hold back, not to flinch, not to kill his horrible Uncle because, in the 
end, he did deserve this, he killed his own Aunt, so he should face the punishment. 


On the second punch he felt blood running down his nose. 
On the third punch Peter's eye started to swell. 


And after eight solid punches to the face, Peter was ready to fold, but it wasn’t that easy. Ben 
switched to kicking him in the ribs instead. The first kick winded Peter and sent him doubling over. 
Because of that, the second kick went straight towards his head instead of his ribs, and he was 
nearly knocked unconscious. 


With the kick to the head, it had him toppling towards the floor, but Ben didn’t seem to care. 
“G’t up, boy,” said Ben. 


After receiving no response, he decides to leave their ‘session’ with a painful kick to the stomach. 
Peter yelped in pain and instinctively curled into a fetal position. 


Before Ben left his room, he said one last thing. 
”Y’r not going to sc’! tomorrow, d’nt w’nt the bruises t’ show.” 


And with that, he slammed the door and left, and Peter let the darkness swallow his vision. 


¢ The Next Day ¢ 


Peter awoke with the same feeling every day. 

Pain. 

Although he wasn’t hurting as much as yesterday, it still was pretty present. 
He rolled out of bed and checked to see what the time was. 

”7:30,” he mumbled. 


His heart skipped a beat when he saw the time again and jumped out of bed with a not so 
suppressed groan. 


‘Why does that hurt’ he thought 


‘Oh right,’ he thought again, remembering what happened night. Then, after he remembered that 
he wasn’t going to school today, relief flooded his system, and he collapsed on his bed. 


To make sure he wouldn’t show up to school with bruises tomorrow, he grabbed a granola bar 
from the kitchen where Ben had passed out on the counter and ate it, then went back to sleep. He 
slept in for a good two hours until he woke up to a ‘ding’ on his phone. 


He turned to his nightstand and picked up his phone to see one message. 


09:30 
From: Mr. Old 


Hey kid, I’m in a really boring meeting, want to talk? 


Peter’s soon started typing a response. 


Peter 
Sure! 
What do you wanna talk about? 
Mr. Old 
Well. 
You seem smart, so what do you like? 
Peter 
Well, science is my favourite subject, but to be more specific, I like chemistry. 


I’m currently working on mimicking Spider-Man’s webs by using similar chemicals like salicylic 
acid, toluene, methanol, carbon tetrachloride, potassium carbonate, and ethyl acetate to mimic an 
actual spiderweb. 


I had to measure out how much gigapascals could actually hold my body weight, apparently, 875 
gigapascals are not enough. 


Peter had to stop himself from spilling more. He did know that after many failed 
experiments, the chemicals increased his webs' strength, but Mr. Old can’t know that. 


Peter 
Sorry 
I’m rambling 
Mr. Old 
No, keep talking. 
You seem really smart, tell me more. 
Peter 
Ok! 


Tony Stark also inspired me to make my own A.I 


I named her Karen! 


She’s really cool and is kind of like a really dumbed-down version of F.R.LD.A.Y. 


Peter 


A\Pedo AlertA\ 


Peter 


Then how old are you? 


Peter 
Good dong diddly dang 


You are old #0 


Peter 


I prefer to call it *snark* 


Peter 


Mr. Old 
Wow, that’s super impressive for someone your age. 


What school do you go to? 


Mr. Old 


How many times do [ have to tell you that I’m not a pedophile! 


Mr. Old 


Tm 48. 


Mr. Old 


Yet, still not old enough to handle your sass. 


Mr. Old 
Hey, we’re getting off-topic. 


I asked you what school you went to. 


I thought I said that you were being creepy 


Peter 


Fine 


Mr. Old 


I’m just curious 


But if I tell you, you can’t search for who I am 
Because if you do 
I will never talk to you again 
Mr. Old 
Okay geez. 
I won’t search you up. 
Peter 
Thank you 
I go to Midtown School of Science and Technology. 
Mr. Old 
Ah, that makes sense. 
Peter 
What do you mean 
Mr. Old 


Midtown High is a pretty prestigious school for brilliant people, so it makes sense you would go. 


Peter 
Ah thanks 
*blushes* 
Mr. Old 
Okay... 
So. 
I’m assuming your Uncle has a pretty high pay. 
Peter 
Uh no 
Why would you think that 
Mr. Old 
Because your school is a private one and private schools involve money. 
Peter 


Ooooooh 


I got a ‘scholarship’ there 
Mr. Old 
Thats super impressive, kid. 
Not many people get freebies when going to a good school 
Peter 
I guess I'm just lucky. 
Mr. Old 
Maybe... 
Ah shoot, kid, I got to go. 
My wife is glaring at me. 
Peter 
Ok, bye, Mr. Old! 
Don't get too old ;) 
Mr. Old 


Goodbye, you little shit. 


Tony closed his phone after receiving death glares from Pepper. They were in a meeting about 
shareholders or something like that from what he heard. It was incredibly boring, so he decided to 
talk to the kid. 


He had grown a liking to him. Something about that kid melted his heart, but it was too bad he 
didn't even know the kid's last name. Of course, he knew where Peter went to school, but there 
were still many Peters to choose from. (Yes, he knows he wasn't supposed to dig into the kid's life, 
but he couldn't help himself.) 


"Tony!" 


He was snapped out of his thoughts when he heard Pepper. Apparently, the meeting had ended, and 
he didn't even realize it. 


He quickly got off his chair and followed Pepper. Even when Pepper's back was facing him, he 
could still sense the anger fuming off of her. They walked down the corridor and passed by many 
different rooms until Pepper made an abrupt stop in front of a window. 


"Can you tell me one thing you heard from our shareholders from that meeting?!" Pepper said, 
nearly shaking with fury. 


"Um," Tony replied. 


"Tony! You need to listen in these types of meetings, they are the ones that determine the future of 
this company!" 


"I thought that was your job," Tony said with his iconic smirk but was soon wiped away by 
Pepper's fierce glare. 


"It may be my job to do all the boring paperwork, but you are the one that approves these types of 
things." 


"Okay, I'm sorry. I'll try harder." 
"You better, Tony, or else I'll shove my shoe so far up you-" 


"Woah there, Pep, I get it," Tony said, cutting her off before he could hear more of the gory 
details. 


"Good. Who were you texting anyway? They clearly were an interesting kid, considering you 
ignored a meeting for them, and changed your habits for them." Pepper said in a irratable tone. 


"How'd you know I was texting a kid?" 

"By the way you act" 

"Okay..." 

"Tony!" 

"What!" 

"You're getting side-tracked I thought you were going to tell me who they were" 


"Right. Well, he's some random kid named Peter who texted me instead of his friend. He's super 
smart though, I just wish I knew who he was." 


"Hm, interesting. Well, as long as he's not a threat, I think it's a good thing you're texting him. He's 
good for you." 


"Huh?" Tony said with confusion lingering in his tone 


"You seem to be happier, and you seem to be taking care of yourself more. Even though you never 
met Peter, you still want to mentor him per se." Pepper said before walking away and into the 
elevator. 


Tony just stood there, dumbfounded. But little did he know that someone was lingering within the 
shadows. 


¢ Two Hours Later 


Mr. Old, 


hey kiddie :) 
Peter 
WHO ARE YOU, AND WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO MR. OLD. 
Mr. Old 
what are you talking about? 
Peter 
You are not him 
Mr. Old types like he is writing an application form 
and 
he has never ever has used an emoticon 
Mr. Old 
fine 
you caught me 
I'm Mr. Old's friend, and I stole his phone 
I was just curious to see what this 'Peter' is like 
Peter 
HE TALKS ABOUT ME 
OMG, I FEEL SO HONOURED. 
Mr. Old 
aw, how sweet 
I'd love to talk more, but I think your friend caught me 


so here's my number 


Hit THEE HTH 
Peter 
Bye, Mr. Old's friend! 
Mr. Old 
God dammit! 


Did my friend just give you her number? 


Peter 


Yep! 


She just messaged me, I talk to you soon! 


*New chat* 
cae. 
Hello, my little cinnamon roll 
Hey, Mr. Old's friend! 
Also, I'm not a cinnamon roll. 
I'm big, tuff and scary >:( 
mY 
Sure you are qeTKa (baby) 
Woah! 
Was that Russian! 
Can you speak it! 


Of course, you can 


What am I texting 
22? 
Yes MaJIcHbKHH (little one) 
Ican 
SO COOL 
Oh wait, I need to give you a nickname! 
What's your name? 
22? 
Natasha 


but you can call me Nat 
Ok, then, Ms. Nat! 


* '27' changed '???' to 'Ms. Nat’ * 


Ms. Nat 
Awesome 


I already know your name from the texts I read, so here you go, Peter! 


* "Ms. Nat' changed '???' to ‘Peter’ * 
Peter 
Yay! 
Are we friends now? 
Ms. Nat 


Of course, Peter! 


Peter checked the time and saw that it was 11:26. ''Oh boy," he said. ''I should go out now." 
And sent a quick text to let 'Ms. Nat' know. 


Peter 
Um, Ms. Nat, I'd really love to talk more, but I got to go. 
Ms. Nat 
That is alright, Peter, but shouldn't you be in school? 
Peter 
Oh, I am, I just was texting on my lunch break 
Ms. Nat 
Then why were you texting Mr. Old at 9? 
Peter 
Haha, uh, I maybe wasn't paying attention 
Ms. Nat 
Focus on school Peter, not texting! 
Peter 


I know, I'm sorry 


But I gotta go now 
byeeeee! 
Ms. Nat 


Goodbye, peOexok (kid) 


Peter felt bad about lying to his new friend, but he can't have them knowing that he had to skip 
school because he wanted to avoid attention from a few bruises! 


He started putting on his spandex suit when Karen started speaking. 


"Peter, you seem to have 2 broken ribs and a mild concussion, it is advised that you do not go out 
as Spider-man to prevent further injuries." 


"T'll be fine, Karen," Peter said as he opened the window. 


He started swinging from building to building and landed on a rooftop with a silent thud. He took 
in his surrounding like he did every time. New York City didn't have the best rep, but the view was 
incredible, everyone looked like ants from where he was, and he always loved how much quieter it 
was up high. 


Now that he was settled and ready to swing, he asked Karen for a report on the crime. 
"Hey, Karen, and crime happening today?" 


"[ have not found any crimes happening in this area today, though my sensors are picking up a little 
girl in distress from her cat being stuck in a tree." 


"Thanks, Karen, can you lead the way?" 
"Of course, Peter." 


Peter began swinging and helped the girl and other people. Today was a rather slow day, it was just 
bike thieves, directions, and helping old women cross the street, but it was still worth it. And he 
even got a free churro, which immensely helped with his empty stomach. 


He swung back when the sun started to set and carefully changed and looked out his door to see if 
Ben was home. 


He was not. 


He walked into the kitchen, and it was a mess, food wrappers were everywhere, and even on a 
Wednesday, there were still fresh beer bottles littered on the counter. He cleaned up the kitchen, so 
if Ben came home, he wouldn't have a reason to beat him. Yes, it is sad how Peter's mind worked, 
but he wanted to avoid being hurt at any cost, and cleaning up a little mess wasn't a big deal. 


Once he was done cleaning, he walked towards the fridge and saw a note with "Staying the nite at 
other hous. Figir out wat your going to have for diner." written on it. The writing was messy and 
incorrect, with basic words being spelt wrong and having the wrong 'your.' Peter picked up that 
Ben wrote this when he was drunk and in a rush. He could only assume that he wrote this when he 
came home from work. 


After reading the note, Peter threw it in the garbage and made mac and cheese. He always made 
dinner, and reading that, he had to "figure out" his own dinner was like Ben was mocking him. Ben 
had never made dinner for anyone before because it was usually May that made it, but Peter had to 
step up and do it when she passed. 


Peter ate his mac and cheese and retreated to his room after cleaning up the mess. 


He went on his phone for the rest of his night and slept peacefully because he didn't have to worry 
about Ben hurting him. 


* Later that night * 


"I talked to your little phone friend," said Natasha while sitting in a chair in front of the room of the 
avengers, minus Thor because he was in Asgard. 


"I know, I saw. I can't believe you took my phone." Tony responded in a mock, hurt tone. 
"You can't hide things from a spy, tin can." 

"Wait, I'm confused, Tony has a 'phone friend'?" Bruce said using finger quotes. 

Tony sighed, then responded. 


"There was a kid named Peter who hacked through my encrypted codes to text who he thought was 
his friend, but it was me. So I started talking to him, and he's super smart and thought his friend 
was just making a challenge to get his phone number. He somehow encrypted his phone too 
because, after 10 minutes, I still couldn't hack his phone. So all I know about him is that his name 
is Peter, and he goes to Midtown High." 


"Wait, Midtown High, like the science school?" Bruce questioned 
"That's all your taking from this?" said Clint from across the room. 
Tony let out another exasperated sigh and replied to Bruce. 

"Yes, Bruce, the science one." 


"We should make a group chat with the kid, I want to see what he's like," Wanda said with an 
excited tone. 


"I'm already on it." said her brother (Pietro) 
"Seriously. Ugh. You know what, I don't care, but I have a proposition to make." Tony announced 
Once everyone's attention was on him, Tony began to speak again. 


"I am super eager to see what the little shit we call Peter is like, so I need help with getting ideas to 
actually be able to see him." 


"Why not ask him to send a picture of himself," Steve suggested. 


"Cap, the kid already thinks I'm a pedophile, asking him to send a photo of himself is not gonna 


help my case." 

Steve slunk back into his chair. 

"Why not try to hack his phone again?" Bucky inquired 

This time Sam responded. 

"Because if he couldn't do it the first time, he can't do it the second time" 


While they were all brainstorming ideas for what to do, Pepper (a godsend) walked in and 
suggested something that everyone agreed on. 


"What about an internship?" 


Chapter End Notes 


That is the second chapter. Woohoo!!! 


I do not know any Russian whatsoever, so I used google translate, but please let me 
know if some of the words are wrong. 


Thanks for reading, see you next chapter ;) 


Field Trip to Stark Industries 


Chapter Summary 


Peter goes on a field trip to Stark Industries and gets included in a very chaotic group 
chat. 


This chapter starts immediately after the last one, like the first line of this one is the 
same as the last line of the last chapter. Do you see what I mean? 


Chapter Notes 


We are on the third chapter!!! Thank you for all your super nice comments <3 
There is abuse in here, so if that subject triggers you, please don't read. 


Now, to get everyone's attention: 
I CHANGED THE TAGS, SO THERE IS NO MORE PIETRO, BUT VISON IS 
INCLUDED. SORRY PIETRO FANS. 


One more thing. I am Canadian so colleges and universities are completely different 
things here, so when you read the chapter don't be surprised if I put both. 


That's all for now, folks, enjoy... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


"What about an internship?" 
Everyone paused to think about it for a moment. 
"That...is a brilliant idea!" 


All of the heads in the room turned to where the sound came from and saw Tony standing on top of 
the coffee table (god knows how he got up there so quickly), talking proudly. 


"The kid is crazy smart, so we can send out tests to his school, and we can see if he is actually 
smart enough to be an intern, and if he gets it, then we can get to know him better!" 


"Listen, I'd hate to disagree with you, but it would be so easy for the kid to find out who you or we 
are. What if he sends a message to you while at the internship, and he sees your phone buzz? What 
are you going to do?" said Steve. 


"Also, Tony Stark doesn't like interns, so how are you going to get close to him without seeming 
suspicious?" Rhodey added on. 


"T'll figure something out, right, Pep?" 


"I don't know Tony, I'm starting to think I should take back my suggestion." 
"Nonsense, I'll just brainstorm some ways to make it seem less suspicious." 


"Okay, but Tony, if you blow your or anyone else's cover, you are going to take the full blame." 
Pepper said in a serious tone. 


"Yeah, Yeah. Understood. Now let's watch a movie!" 

"Wanda, it is your turn to pick the movie," Vision said, turning his head towards Wanda. 

Wanda looked up from her phone to see a few people looking at her. 

"Somebody else can pick tonight," Wanda replied with a slight accent accompanying her. 

"What! You always want to pick." Clint said with a mock gasp. 

"Yes, but tonight I am making a group chat for us, remember?" 

"Oh right, let me know when you're done. I'm excited to text the infamous Peter." Clint responded. 
"Oh, I will, don't worry." 


"Why is everyone so interested in my kid all of a sudden?!" Tony exclaimed, but all he got was a 
smirk from Wanda. 


¢ The Next Day ¢ 


Peter awoke to his alarm blaring and a beautiful tinge of sunlight shining through his window that 
was so gold, it could make Asgard blush. 


He got up from his bed and started to walk to his dresser and get changed. He wore a nerdy science 
pun T-shirt, a sweater and some jeans. Today Peter did not want to go through the pain of brushing 
his hair, so he just tamed his curls before carefully walking out into the kitchen. 


Uncle Ben was awake and reading a newspaper in the kitchen when Peter entered. 


Peter carefully manoeuvred himself over the beer bottles on the floor, silently reminding himself to 
clean it up after school and going towards the cupboard. 


Right as he was about to open, Ben's voice broke the silence. 
"What do you think you're doing?’ 


"Um, just grabbing a snack before I go to school," Peter responded, trying not to let him hear the 
fear in his voice. 


"I don't think so. It already costs enough to pay for your lunch and dinner, so you're not allowed to 
have any breakfast unless you somehow manage to pay me. And if I see that there is food missing, 
you are going to be punished. Are we clear" 


Peter gulped. 


"Y-yes, sir," he said as he began to pack up his bag. 
"Good. Now get out of my sight." 


Peter scurried back to his room and began to put his finished homework in his backpack. Once he 
was done with that, he picked up his phone and saw one new message. 


7:13 


New message from Mr. Old: Hey kid, me and Ms. Nat decided to make a group chat with you and 
all of our other friends, message me when you can, and then I'll add you. ;) 


Peter quickly swiped up on his phone and started to text a reply. 


Peter 
Hey Mr. Old! 
I'm glad you made a group chat, I'm excited to make more online buddies! 
\t_ 3 *y 
I'm also impressed that you used an emoticon. :) 
I'd love to talk to them right now, but I have school, so I'll talk to you later. 
Mr. Old 
I'm glad you're happy. 
It was the tiniest emoticon, but I guess your growing on me. 
Also, focus in class, Ms. Nat told me about you slacking off. 
Peter 
Ugh, okay ‘dad.' 
ay) 
I'm glad I'm growing on you <3 
Mr. Old 


Talk to you later, kid. 


Peter put his phone away and nearly ran out of the door to catch his train. 


When he arrived at school, he was met with a semi worried Ned. 


"Dude, you said you would text me like two days ago, but you never did, and then you like skipped 
a day of school. I thought you were dead, man." Ned said. 


"Sorry, Ned, you gave me the wrong number..." 


Peter went on to talk about the adventures about how he texted an old dude and how he was sick, 
and now he might be in a group chat with other people. 


When Peter was done with his story, he and Ned were almost at his classroom. As they were 
sitting down, Ned wanted to add one more thing before their conversation ended. 


"Dude, that is so cool, and I bet going to Stark Industries is really going to be the cherry on top for 
your week." 


"Wait, we're going to Stark Industries?" Peter asked. 
"Yeah, don't you remember? You handed in your permission slip last week." 


Peter vaguely remembered that happening, but it must've been the concussion that got some things 
jumbled up. 


"Oh right, sorry dude, being sick made me kinda dazed." 


Before Ned could respond, Mr. Harrington (their teacher) walked into the room with a handful of 
what seemed like tests. 


"Attention, class! As you know, we will be going to Stark Industries on Friday, which is tomorrow. 
I expect you guys to be on your best behaviour because you are going to be representing our 
school. I'd rather not get into the details of the field trip right now, but I am going to be staying stay 
on the topic of Stark Industries." Mr. Harrington said before continuing. 


"What I am holding in my hands are tests for the Stark internship. Normally, these tests aren't 
given to high school students, but our school is known for being a place for brilliant kids, so we 
are an exception from what I can assume. These tests are the same ones they give students in 
college and university, so don't feel bad if you get a low test score. It is a completely normal 
thing. 


"Ha! Penis, you'll probably do so badly that you'll get a negative mark!" Flash snickered. 
"Flash, I've had enough of you. Please quiet down." Mr. Harrington said 


He started placing each test on everyone's desk and announced that they had until the end of the 
period to complete it. 


"Keep in mind that these tests are actually being sent to the Pepper Potts-Stark, so please be mature 
when taking it." said the teacher before settling down in his chair to mark other students’ work. 


The whole class audibly gasped after hearing where the tests were going to, and soon the whole 
room was filled with the sound of pencils scraping against the papers. 


The test was filled with questions that were under the science and math subject. For math, it was 
just calculating the area and measurements of different things. But for science, there were more 
subcategories. So, for example, some questions involved chemistry, some that involved physics, 


some that had robotics threaded into it, and a very scarce amount of biology questions. 


Peter found that the test wasn't too difficult, but it was still a bit of a challenge. The biology 
questions were the ones that tripped him up. (I love biology so much, what type of science do you 
like?) 


When the bell rang, everyone handed in their tests, and people went on a rant about how hard, how 
interesting, or how confusing the test was. 


Peter met up with Ned and started talking about the test too, and soon parted their ways until they 
could meet at lunch. 


"That test was so hard," said Ned. 

"Yeah, it was pretty difficult," Peter replied. 

"Well, that's the biggest understatement of the year." 
"haha. I got to go to chemistry now, bye Ned!" 


As usual, Peter finished his chemistry homework early and decided to catch up with Mr. Old since 
he didn't need to make any more web fluid. 


Peter 
Heyyyyyyyyy 
Mr. Old 
Hi Pete. 
That is an excessive amount of 'y's 
Peter 


I can add more 


os ees ee 
Mr. Old 
Oh god. 
Please don't 
Wait. 
You shouldn't be texting me while you're in school. 
Peter 


I'm done with all my work. 


Mr. Old 


Sure... 
Peter 
I swear on my parent's life that I finished my work 
Mr. Old 
I thought you said your parents passed. 
Peter 
Right 
Bad analogy 
But I am done my work 
and I was wondering if... 
Mr. Old 
If what? 
I'm not a mind reader. 
Peter 
Ugh 
If you could add me to the group chat, you made!!! 
Mr. Old 
Oh right! 
Of course, I'll add you! 


Just give me a sec 


Alright, feel free to join the group chat. 
Peter 
K! 


I'll see you on the other chat! 


Peter 


Hi guys! 


Peter's New Friends 


* 'Mr. Old' added 'Peter' to the chat * 


22? 
Hello 
Mr. Old 


Hi Petey 


22? 
Hi!!! 


22 

Howdy 

22? 

What's up 

Ms. Nat 

II[puBet MoH Oyouka c KopunyeH (Hello, my cinnamon roll) 
22? 


Welcome. 


oe? 
Good day, son 


22? 
Hey. 


22? 


Hey sweetie. 


22) 
GREETINGS YOUNG ONE 
ie 
Brother, stop it, you'll scare the child. 
Peter 
Wow, that is a lot of people. 
Well, guess what time it is! 
It's time for 
CHOOSE YOUR NAME, AND TELL ME YOUR GENDER 
haat 
YOUNG CHILD, YOU CAN CALL ME THUNDER, AND I AM MALE 
Mr. Old 
Kid, just call him point break. 


Trust me, it will be super funny. 


Peter 
Okay... 
* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mr. Point Break' * 
Mr. Point Break 
AH DANGIT 
20 
Ooo, do me, next child. I identify as male, and I want to be called m- 
Mr. Old 
One last request. 
Call him Rudolph. 
It's hilarious too. 
Peter 
Alright. 


But that is your last suggestion, I do the nicknames from now on. 


* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mr. Rudolph' 


Mr. Rudolph 
I hate you, Mr. Old 
22? 
Can you do me? I am a female, and I am Mr. Old's wife. 
* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mrs. Young' * 
Mr. Old 
What! 
Why is she young, but I'm old!!! 
Peter 
Because she sounds young, and it wouldn't be fair if I gave her that nickname. 
Mr. Rudolph 
Ha. Karma for letting the child name me this. 
Mr. Old 
Screw you, reindeer games. 
Peter 
Woah, let's settle down 
Now, who's next? 
22? 
Me. 
I'm a male, and just call me something related to the army and armour. 
Peter 
Oooo 
What you said reminded me of Lieutenant Colonel Rhodes, who is War Machine 
so I hear by dub you 


Mr. Machine 


* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mr. Machine' * 


Mr. Machine 

Thanks, kid. 

2 

Do me next pls!!! 

I am a female, and I really like red 
Peter 
Hmm 

I want to make this unique 


So instead of red, I will use scarlet. 


* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Ms. Scarlet' * 
Peter 


There you go :) 


Ms. Scarlet 
Thank you 
Peter 
No problem! 
I think there are only 6 people left to nickname. 
22? 


Um, I'm a doctor, and I like green. 


Peter 
Easy Peasy 
* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Dr. Green' * 
Dr. Green 
Thank you. 
Peter 
Wait 


Dr. Green, do you know Dr. Banner? 


Dr. Green 


No, why? 
Peter 
Oh well, his work interests me. 
I love his work on gamma radiation and all the articles he wrote. 

Dr. Green 


You understand that? 
I thought you were only 15. 
Peter 
Iam 15, I guess I can just understand better than other kids 
But back to Dr. Banner 


I also read about his gamma rays, and I've been thinking about ways that we could convert all that 
light into electricity to help power low-funded countries and help with more sustainable energy. 


When I get enough money, I'm going to buy another one of his articles about how he turned 
himself into the Hulk and understand how it affected his body, and find ways we can use it to make 
medically advanced procedures. 


My bad 
I ramble a lot, even over text. 
So you don't know Dr. Banner? 
Dr. Green, you there? 
Mr. Old 
He's currently sobbing on the floor. 
Peter 
Oh no! Did I say something wrong? 
Mr. Old 
No, he's just a big fan of Bruce Banner. 
He'll be back soon. 
Peter 
Dang 


Well, now there are only 5 more people to nickname, so whos next? 


22? 
Sup 
I like arrows, and I'm a man. 
Peter 
Here you go 
* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mr. Arrow' * 
Mr. Arrow 
Swag 
22 
My name is Bucky, and I'm male. 
Ms. Nat 
You're not supposed to tell him your name, dumbass. 
22? 
Your nickname is literally your name too. 
Ms. Nat 
Fine. 
Peter, please change mine. 
I like the black widow spider. 
* 'Peter' changed 'Ms. Nat' to 'Ms. Widow' * 
Ms. Widow 
Nice, I like it. 
For Buckys, ignore his name. 
He likes the cold 
Do what you want with that. 
Peter 
Alrighty Bucky 
Here is your nickname 
* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mr. Winter' * 


Mr. Winter 


Thanks, Pete, I like mine. 


wie 

DO MINE!!!! 

I like flying 
Peter 
Ok... 

You are now MR. BIRD 
* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mr. Bird' * 
Mr. Bird 


Can you change mine? 
Peter 
Nope, once you get the nickname, it sticks. 
Mr. Winter 
LMAO 
Mr. Bird 
Oh shut up 
22? 
Can you do mine, son 
I am male, and people call me patriotic 
Peter 
So, you're patriotic, and you probably live in America 
I know just what to call you 
* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mr. America’ * 
Mr. America 
Not as bad as I thought it would be. 
Mr. Old 
HAHAHAHA 
THIS IS THE BEST ONE 


Peter 


I think there is only one left now. 


Peter 
Well... 


You are an interesting fella 


You talk like how a robot would talk, so... 


22? 


That would be me, Peter. 


I am classified to be a male, and people enjoy my presence. 


* 'Peter' changed '???' to 'Mr. Robot' 


Peter 


Perfect timing 


My class is done now, so I got to skedaddle 


But I do have some cool news to share 


Bye-bye 


Mr. Robot 


Why, thank you, Peter. 


Mr. Old 

Adios 

Mrs. Young says goodbye too 
Mr. Arrow 

Later 

Mr. Winter 

Bye 

Ms. Widow 

WO cBHyaHHa (goodbye) 
Mr. Robot 

Farewell, Peter 

Mr. Bird 


so long 


Mr. America 
Catch you later 
Ms. Scarlet 
Au revoir 

Mr. Machine 
See ya kid 

Dr. Green 


Goodbye. 


All of the avengers put away their phones and started talking about Peter. 

"I like the kid, very polite, he put proper titles on us," Steve said first 

"Yes, he is cool. I'm excited to hear what news he will share." Wanda added on. 

"What do you think the news will be?" Clint questioned as he walked towards the kitchen. 


"It's obviously going to be about the internship, we sent the tests out today, and Pep is going to 
look over them." 


Rhodey turned his head towards Tony. 


"You already sent those out, Tones. Why didn't you tell us?" inquired Rhodey with a semi-joking 
tone. 


"I guess it just slipped my mind. Whoopsies." 


As if on queue, all of the avengers let out a groan and soon dispersed from the room. 


Peter put away his phone and began walking to his next classes. Before lunch, his final class was 
math, which was easy, so he would just text Ned once he finished. 


Peterman 
hey Ned 
wyd 


wanna meet up at the caf 


like always 


Peterman 

Aww 

I'll be lonely at lunch 
Mjs gone 

and now you're gone 


ad 


Peterman 


Aww ok 


Peterman 


toodles 


Guy in the chair 
Sorry dude 
I can't 


I'm going to an orthodontists appt 


Guy in the chair 


Well, all be together tomorrow. 


) 


Guy in the chair 


I gtg now 


Guy in the chair 


taddles 


Peter put his phone and got through all his classes and then trudged his feet to lunch. The cafeteria 
was always loud, but today it was extra loud. He could hear flash saying that ‘he would pass the 
test, and how Tony Stark was going to beg for him to intern there.’ 


'God, what a loser,’ he thought as Flash finally shut up. 


But it wasn't over yet. 


As Peter was grabbing lunch from the lunch line, Flash decided to but in just to taunt him. 


"Hey Penis, I bet you did so badly on the test that they'll kick you out of the school." 


"Leave me alone, Flash." 
"Just accept you're gonna fail, Parker." Flash spat as he walked away. 


Once Peter got his lunch, he walked over to one of the empty tables and began to eat. Although the 
pizza and the side options were disgusting, he still scarfed it down because of his super- 
metabolism. Now that he wasn't allowed to have breakfast, he's gonna have to get used to the fact 
that he will be hungry in the mornings. 


Peter finished his food in a solid 10 minutes, giving him 50 minutes of free time. Usually, he'd 
spend the time walking and talking with his friends, but today he was alone. So, he took out his 
phone again and texted the group chat about his important news. (In Ontario, CA, we have an 
hour-long lunch break and then a little 15-minute break, so sorry if the schedule is weird.) 


Peter 
Hey guys! I'm on my lunch break right now! 
Do you want to hear about my important news! 
Mr. Old 
Of course. 
Mr. Machine 
Let's hear it, kid. 
Ms. Widow 
Would I ever not want to hear the news? 
Ms. Scarlet 
Yes, please 
Mr. America 
Sure 
Mr. Point Break 
WE ALL ARE LISTENING, MY CHILD 
Mr. Rudolph 
Brother, stop typing in all caps. 
Peter 
Wow, thanks, guys 


Okay, so I have two important things 


Mr. Bird 
*gasps* 
two °Oe¢ 
Mr. Winter 
Put a sock in it, bird brain. 
Peter 
Anyways, before I was RUDELY interrupted 
The first thing of my news is that 
MY SCHOOL HANDED OUT STARK INDUSTRIES APPLICATIONS 
And I might get a chance to work with Tony freaking Stark! 
Mr. Old 


Wow, are you excited? 


Peter 
Uh, 
yeah! 
Dr. Green 
I thought you like Bruce Banner. 
Peter 


Oh, I like both of them equally. 
You can't really compare them 
Mrs. Young 


Mr. Old and Dr. Green are currently fighting over the two celebrities you listed so that they won't 
be answering for a while. 


Peter 
Why? 
Ms. Scarlet 
They're just huge fans of them. 
Peter 


Oh ok 


Peter 


Are you guys done fighting? 


Peter 


Good 


Now, here is the other part of the important news. 


Mr. Old 


Tam back. 


Dr. Green 


Me too 


Dr. Green 


yes 


Mr. Old 


Yes. 


My class is going to S.I for a field trip tomorrow, and maybe we can meet up? 


Peter 


Why? 


Peter 


Why? 


Everyone looked up from their phones. 
"What are we going to say," said Bruce 


Then Pepper butted in. 


Mr. Arrow 
You're going on a field trip? 
Mr. Old 


No, we cannot meet up! 


Ms. Widow 


Because we are in Russia right now 


"Don't worry, I got it covered." 


Mrs. Young 


We're all in Russia on classified Stark Industries business. We need to go to meetings and do a lot 
of paperwork for a new project they are making for Russia. 


Peter 
Oh 
That makes sense 
How long will you be there? 
Mr. America 
We don't know. 
It's a pretty vague project to work on, and if we tell you more, we might get in trouble. 
Peter 
Oh dang 
(We are going to be ignoring the time zone differences because I'm lazy) 


Well, have fun there 


Ms. Scarlet 
Tell us more about the field trip 
Mr. Old 


Yeah, do you think you might meet any avengers? 


Why would the avengers ever want to visit some random kids on a field trip 
Mr. Machine 
You never know, they may just be bored 
Peter 


Doubtful 


Mr. Robot 


You go to Midtown High, correct? 


Peter 
yeah, why? 
Mr. Robot 
I was just reminding myself. 
Peter 
k 


I need to go now, my classes are starting 
You guys are fun to talk to 
I'll text you when I can. 
bye 
Mr. Point Break 
GOODBYE 
Mr. Rudolph 


I'll see you soon, child. 


All of the avengers were seated in the living room in Stark Tower after Loki sent his last text in the 
group chat. Then, just as Tony was about to speak, the room started to rumble. 


Suddenly, a huge burst of rainbow light came into the living room, burning the floor and nearly 
taking out Sam. The gleam of light was gone after 3 seconds, and there stood Thor and Loki. 


"Me and my brother have come to see the child!" Thor boomed. 

"Holy Shit! You nearly killed me, man!" shouted Sam. 

"My apologies, Sam, Thor didn't know precisely how close the Bifrost would be," said Loki 
"So, you guys came to see the kid." Steve chuckled. 

"Precisely," Thor said as he raided the kitchen for pop tarts. 

"Does anyone have a plan to get to know him on the field trip?" Rhodey asked. 

"I kind of do," replied Tony. 


"Go ahead," Natasha stated. 


"Okay, so..." 


They all began coming up with a plan that didn't seem too suspicious. They put it as a step-by-step 
list: 


The Plan to Find Out Who Peter Is 


Look through the cameras, and get F.R.I.D.A.Y to identify him 
Once found, secretly follow him around 

Schedule a O&A session 

Take over the tour 

Get to know him 

Pray that he gets the internship 

TBA 


PE QS SP eS 


They still needed more time to think of what would happen after, but first, they started prepping for 
their beloved Peter to come through the doors. 


Peter got through the whole school day with ease, but it was still difficult without the laughter of 
his friends. He took the usual train ride home and immediately dreaded walking into his apartment. 
It reeked of alcohol, and when he walked in, the whole place looked like it was ransacked. The 
couch was on its side, broken beer bottles littered the floor, all the cupboards were open, and he 
saw Ben sitting on the recliner. He looked at Peter with an enraged glare and stood up. Judging by 
his stance, he wasn't drunk, in fact, he seemed stone-cold sober. Peter couldn't smell any alcohol 
wavering off him, which meant he had really done something wrong if he looked this angry. 


"The school called today said you had a field trip tomorrow," Ben said in an eerily calm tone 
before carrying on. 


"Do you know how embarrassing it is to be called irresponsible because a little brat never told you 
about an event?!" he bellowed, inching closer to Peter. 


"No," Peter whispered. 

"Speak up, dammit!" Ben yelled, getting close up into Peter's face 

"N-no" 

"That's right. Because you'll never have to experience that because you are a spoilt brat!" 
Peter could tell what was going to happen next, but he couldn't move from his spot. 


Ben slapped him in the face, and all Peter could do was yelp when he felt the painful stings from 
where the hand had hit. 


"Two nights ago, I didn't get finish what I started, so tonight will make up for that." 


Ben didn't hesitate to start hitting Peter. He curled his hand into a fist and punched straight towards 
the eye socket. Although punch was hard, he knew it wasn't enough for a bruise to show. He then 


decided to move on to Peter's abdomen next. He began to repeatedly kick Peter in the stomach, not 
stopping even after hearing the cries of pain. Every time peter curled into himself, he would just 
kick harder. Finally, when he was on the 11th kick, he heard a satisfying crunch that came from 
Peter. He had just broken a rib. He decided to kick him one more time in the spot where the rib 
broke and then left the room satisfied with himself. 


All Peter felt was pain when Ben left. Every time he breathed in and out, it felt like a bull was 
trampling his chest. Finally, he slowly and painfully got up from the living room floor and went 
back to his room. He got changed into his pj's, and lifted his shirt off, and was met with his skin 
being all sorts of shades of green, yellow, purple, and blue. 


He cleaned the blood off his face from where the fist hit his lip and went back out into the kitchen 
to eat. 


Ben had gone out to dinner and was nice enough to let him have his leftovers. After Peter was done 
eating, he cleaned up the living room and kitchen and went to shower. 


Peter then climbed into bed, went on his phone until he was tired, and prayed that his healing 
factor would kick in overnight. 


¢ The Next Day ¢ 


Peter woke up later than he expected to. But, he quickly got dressed, brushed his teeth, packed his 
bag, and ran off to the train. He sadly didn't have time to comb through his hair, so it was just 
going to be a floppy mop head of curls instead. His ribs still ached a bit from last night, but it was 
manageable. 


When he arrived at school, he was met with a (cliche ahead) big yellow school bus parked outside 
of the school. The class was already boarding it, so he ran to catch up to them. He met Ned and Mj 
as they were going up the bus's stairs and sat with Ned, with Mj sitting alone in the seat across 
from them. The bus ride was around 30 minutes, but it didn't feel long. 


When they arrived, everyone stood in awe while looking at the building. Their trances were 
interrupted by Mr. Harrington telling them to get inside. 


The interior was even more gorgeous. It screamed Stark. Gold and silver were all around the 
building, accompanied by gold marble. 


The teacher guided his class to the receptions desk, where a brunette woman sat. 
"Hello! Are you guys Midtown High?" she said. 

"Yes, we are, we are here for the tour today." Mr. Harrington said back. 

"That's great! May I have everyone's attention, please?" 

Once she saw that all eyes were on her, she continued her announcement. 


"Wonderful. So, today I am going to be your tour guide! My name is Jennifer, but I prefer it when 


people call me Jen. Now, you guys have been given the privilege to come to Stark Industries, but 
there are some rules you have to follow. The first rule is don't touch anything without permission, 
they may be valuable, and we don't want you guys fumbling with it. Number two, please mind your 
surroundings, this is a place of business, and people work here, so please be mindful of how you 
act. And the last rule is that we do not tolerate any violence here, so if you so much as horseplay, 
you will be escorted out of the building. Am I clear?" 


The whole class murmured a yes. 
"Great! Let's start!" Jen said as she started walking. 
The class soon followed her, and they were given visitor badges. 


"These are visitor badges for you guys. In this tower, security is a high priority, so it's important 
that you were those at all times. So now, walk through the scanner one at a time, but don't be 
alarmed when it announces your name, that is just Mr. Stark's A.I, F.R.I.-D.A.Y.," 


One by one, each student went through the scanner and flinched at the A.I when she announced 
their names even though they were warned beforehand. 


After everyone was checked into the building, Jen began the tour. 


They all walked into the huge elevator and began ascending up the tower after Jen requested to 
F.R.I.D.A.Y what floor to go to. 


"Floor 46," F.R.I.D.A.Y announced, catching almost everyone off guard. 


"Thank you, Friday. Now come on, everyone, follow me," Jen stated while walking out of the 
elevator. 


"Right now, we are on the lowest Research and Development lab floor. Interns are the most 
commonly found here working on new projects for Stark Industries or competitions. Say hi!" 


The whole class looked at the glass-covered rooms and saw all of the stressed and high-strung 
interns smiling and waving at them. They all waved back and followed Jen into one of the labs. 


The room was filled with tools, scrap junk, blueprints, and coffee mugs. And right in the center of 
the room, they were met with several different tables accompanied by chairs with different 
materials scattered across them. 


"I know all of you are a bit intrigued by all the tables in the room." Jen walked up to the front of 
the class. 


"Because of the specific school you go to, we provided a challenge for you. We want you to make 
a robot that is able to move ahead 30 centimetres (approx 1 foot). You can use whatever is 
provided to you, and there are computers in the back you can use for coding the robots. You have 
an hour, go ahead." 


The class all separated to get into their own groups, and Peter met up with Ned and Mj. 


The group started brainstorming ideas for what to do and decided on building a drone that is able to 
pick things up with a claw just by detecting it. 


Ned started working on the coding and ran off to the computers, Peter was working on connecting 
wires and the frames, and Mj was making the blueprint and making and collecting the items they 


needed. 


When the hour passed, Mj, Peter, and Ned were pretty proud of themselves. They managed to 
make the drone do everything they wanted it to do and even had time to program it to say "here you 
go!" to the person it is giving the object to. They all collectively decided that Peter should be the 
one to present because Ned said, 'It would be like shoving the project in Flash's face.’ 


"Alright, everyone! Thank you for building your robots, but now it is time for them to get judged. 
Today we have a guest judge, and it is the one and only Tony Stark, so please behave." Jen 
exclaimed. 


5 minutes passed until everyone heard the door open, and what do you know, Tony Stark was 
going to judge the robots. 


He came in with his iconic glasses and his 3 piece suit and stood in front of the class. 


"Hello everyone, it is a pleasure to be here since I don't need to be in a meeting," he announced, 
and the class laughed at the joke. 


"So...I guess impress me with your robots." 


He went to table-to-table asking everyone their full names and to show him what their robot could 
do. He would make fake impressed looks and did his best not to laugh when Flash's fell apart in 
front of him. 


When he reached the final table that Peter was sitting at, Flash couldn't help himself and blurted 
something out. 


"Ha! I bet when he sees Parker's, he'll chuck it out the window." 

Jen sent a fierce glare at him, and Flash went into a cowardly state. 

Tony either didn't hear what Flash said or chose to ignore it. It was probably the latter. 
"So, tell me your names, and then show me what your thing can do." 

"I'm Michelle Jones." 

"I'm Ned Leeds.’ 

"And I'm, uh, Peter Parker." 

Tony's eyes lit up when he heard the name but remained calm. 


"So, Peter, why don't you tell me how your robot works," Tony said, hiding the excitement in his 
voice. 


"Right. We decided to build a drone for this project, and Ned helped out with the coding, Mj 
helped build the pieces, and I helped construct the thing. We managed to get it to fly and watch out 
for its surroundings by using sensors that me and Mj worked on. As a result, our drone is able to 
fly and use a claw to pick things up and give them to its owner. And we even had Ned program it 
to say something after it gives the object back to you." Peter said with visible nerve showing in his 
voice. 


"Wow, that's super impressive. Now I need to see how it works." Tony said with a grin. 


"Okay, Ned can you do the honours," Peter said back. 


Ned pressed a button on the remote they built, and the drone started flying. Peter quickly grabbed 
one of the scraps that were on the table and threw it halfway across the room. Immediately the 
drone started to go after it and soon found it next to where Betty Brant was sitting. It released its 
claw and picked up the scrap metal, and flew back to Peter. Once the drone was face to face with 
him, its claw extended towards him and said, "Here you go!". Peter smiled and grabbed the object, 
and the drone flew back to where it originally was. Peter blushed then sat down after realizing 
everyone was looking at him. 


"Holy moly, that's pretty impressive for high schoolers," Tony said, looking at Peter. 
"Yeah, well, it was mostly Peter," said Mj 

"She's right. He helped us with all of it and did his part by himself." Ned added on 

Peter looked down, face turning as red as his suit. 

"Hmm. Can I keep this? I think a friend of mine would really like it." asked Tony 
"Sure," Mj said before her group members could. 

"Great, thank you," Tony said, nearly walking out of the room before he stopped himself. 
"Oh right. The winner for the robot is Peter's group. Bye!" Tony then left the room. 


Everyone had a disappointed look on their face, except for Peter's group. Nevertheless, they were 
buzzing with excitement. Even Mj was smiling. 


The class was guided out of the lab by Jen and were taken to another room filled with whiteboards. 


"This is one of the brainstorming rooms we have on this floor, don't worry about not touching 
anything. You can do whatever you want in here. 


Everyone dispersed once again, and Peter just wandered around the room. His abdomen was killing 
him. It hurt more than last night, and he didn't know why. 


Maybe all the excitement got to him because one moment he was standing, and then another 
moment his world was getting dizzy as the Avengers circled the room. Peter didn't really know 
what happened at that moment, but everyone, including the infamous superheroes, knew. 


Peter had collapsed. 


Chapter End Notes 
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You Think He's What?! 


Chapter Summary 


We get to see the Avenger's perspective in this chapter and how they will react to Peter 
collapsing. 


Chapter Notes 


Thank you all for the support, I will try to update the story daily! 


That's all for now, folks... 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Today was the day that Peter was coming to Stark Tower. And all of the Avengers were riled up. 
"Why hasn't Peter texted us yet?!" Wanda exclaims. 


"Wanda, darling, calm down. He probably hasn't because he has a busy schedule." Vision said, 
answering her question. 


"But what if..." Wanda continued to ramble on. 


Tony wanted to slam his head against the wall this morning. He may have been all giddy for the 
kid to come, but not like his friends. 


Steve had set the loudest alarm he had ever heard for 5:00 am. Steve woke everyone up at 5:00 am 
and didn't even apologize because he said he was ‘going to train.’ 


Natasha had been checking her phone and the security cams all morning and wouldn't even stop 
when people told her the tour was coming at 9. 


Pepper had been in her office the whole time distracting herself with work and wouldn't even 
answer to Tony. 


Bucky was always known for a calm, monotone state, and today was no different. He came into 
the kitchen for breakfast with a smile on his face, which was unusual, but everything was going 
fine. Then someone mentioned how excited they were to see Peter, and he broke the mug he was 
holding in his hand. It must've been all the excitement he was holding in that made him do it. 


Wanda and Vision just continued to talk, the android constantly calming Wanda down. 


Rhodey looked like he didn't care but kept on viewing the half-assed plan they made last night 
over and over again. 


Bruce was actually genuinely smiling and didn't look nervous at all, except he tripped and fell 
trying to grab all of his articles to show to Peter. 


Then there were the friends that were a bit too excited. 
And their names were Sam, Clint, Thor, and Loki. 


Clint insisted on teaching Thor how to play Mario Kart so he could impress Peter, and it ended up 
with a God nearly throwing his hammer (Jonathan) into the TV. There was yelling and screaming 
from where they sat, and many Asgardian curse words were flying out of Thor's mouth. 


"Why, this isn't fair! Why are the other weird creature throwing turtles at me?!" 
"Because that's how you play, dumbass." 
That ended up with Clint getting nearly behead by a cup. 


Sam was literally shaking with excitement, so when Tony sarcastically suggested that he should 
just jump out the window, he took it literally. 


He called his wingsuit and literally jumped out the window. 

Here is how it went: 

"Man, I'm so bored, and I need to get the giddiness out of my body." 
"Sam, why don't you just jump out the window. It would..." 

"Ok!" 

"Wait, Sam, don't!" 

"Uh, Nat. I think I just killed Sam." 

That skit definitely put 5 years onto Tony's life. 

But Loki was even worse. 


He kept on shapeshifting into different 15-year-old boys to see what Peter may look like. And kept 
on spewing magic everywhere because he wanted to practice so he could show him all the cool 
tricks. 


Tony thought that out of all of them, he was the most collected. But it was Rhodey who was. 
Tony kept on going back and forth from his lab to the kitchen just for something to do. 
The whole team was antsy, and they still had to wait a few more hours for Peter to come. 


"Alright, guys, we should go over the plan before we all disperse and wait for Peter," Steve said as 
everyone nodded their heads. 


"Okay, so when Peter first enters the building, we will have no clue of who he is. And because of 
Pepper wanting it to be a surprise, F.R.I.D.A.Y won't tell us. So, all of us will be looking through 
the cameras and trying to guess who he is. That part is all fun and games to distract us from the 
anticipation. But, after Peter's class goes to the R&D labs, that's where Tony comes in. Natasha and 
Pepper arranged for the class to build their own robots because they are a S.T.E.M school. Once 
the whole class finishes building their robots, Tony will be the guest judge. He will just walk 
around the room and ask people their names and view their robot. By doing this, Tony can find out 
who Peter is and how smart he is." 


"What are we going to do after?" Thor asked. 
"If you'd let me finish, I can tell all of you." 
"Sorry, Captain." 

Steve continued his plan after the apology. 


"Once Tony figures out who he is, he'll announce the winner of the robot-building contest and head 
back to us. We all know the route of the tower tours, so after Tony comes to us, we'll make our way 
down to the brainstorming room because that's where the class would be headed next. First, we'll 
introduce ourselves and take turns talking to each student, then continue the tour, but stop for a 
Q&A. We'll tour the class for the rest of the day, and send them home, and hope that Peter passed 
the internship test, so we can get to know him personally. Any questions?" 


"Should any of us stay behind?" Rhodey asked. 


"Maybe just Vision. People aren't used to seeing a flying robot, so he should stay behind." Tony 
answered. 


"Are you okay with that, Vis?" Wanda now talking 


"Of course, I do not feel as much sentimental value to the child as you guys do." Vision replied in a 
monotone voice. 


"What about my brother?" Thor inquired. 


"Loki should be fine, and it's been a while since New York. And most people are aware that he had 
no control over what he was doing." Steve said, answering the question with a smile. 


"What if something goes wrong?" Clint now joining the conversation. 


"We'll cross that bridge when we come to it. Now let's go get ready." (haha, they'll cross it very 
soon) 


Everyone went theirs owns ways after Steve gave them the go-ahead. 


* time skip to where Peter gets to the tower * 


Everyone was anxiously sitting on the couch when F.R.I.D.A.Y announced that Peter's class 
arrived. They all scrambled from their seats and pulled up the security cameras. They were met 
with a class of what looked like 15 and 16-year-olds gawking at the interior design of the building. 
They immediately started placing bets on who it may be. 


Tony looked at the cameras but still had no idea who Peter was, so he just sat down and watched 
all of his team members babble about who is the mystery child. 


"What about the kid in the blue sweater?" 
"Nah, he seems too cocky." 


"What about the dude with black hair?" 


"He doesn't fit the description." 

"Steve, we don't have a description." 

They all talked for a good hour until Clint said something. 
"Guys, look, they're making the robots now!" 


That caught Tony's attention. He looked towards the screen and saw groups of kids making some 
odd inventions. He stood up and brushed his suit off, and made an announcement. 


"Welp, that's my cue to leave; I'll let you know who the wonder child is." 
"Have fun," Natasha said with a smirk. 

And with that, Tony began to make his way to the elevator. 

"Hey, Fri, take me down to the floor that Midtown High is on." 

"Of course, Boss," the A.I started to navigate the elevator downwards. 


When Tony stepped out of the elevator, he walked to the lab that had Peter's class in it, and he 
peered in. They all looked like they were on the verge of finishing their projects, so while they 
were all distracted, Tony walked in and made a beeline to the tour guide. 


Jen noticed him straight away and greeted him. 
"Hello, Mr. Stark, what are you doing here?" 


She was talking too loud for Tony's liking, so he quickly shushed her before the students could see 
that he was in the same room as them. 


"Shhh. I don't want them to know I'm here." 

"Sorry, but what do you need?" she whispered back. 

"Would it be okay if I judged the robots? Ya know, give the kids a bit of excitement." 

"That would be wonderful, just come back in about five minutes, and we'll all be ready for you." 
"Thank you, I'll see you soon." 

And before Jen could whisper a reply, he left. 


Waiting was something he didn't like doing, so he freshened himself up in the mirror. He fixed his 
hair, straightened his tie, and put on a pair of yellow-tinted sunglasses. 


He walked out of the bathroom when he saw that seven minutes had already passed and walked 
back into the room. 


He was met with gasps and a few shocked expressions. 
He decided to introduce himself before looking at people's robots. 
"Hello everyone, it is a pleasure to be here since I don't need to be in a meeting," 


He stopped to let the forced laughter come through, then continued. 


"So...I guess impress me with your robots." 
He walked around the room and started with a group of girls. 


They all introduced themselves, but the only one he could remember was the one named Betty 
Brant. Her group made a robot with wheels that could move anywhere with a remote controller. 


Tony looked at it, he wasn't that impressed because it was like something you could find at a toy 
store, but he still complimented them. 


He moved on to another group that consisted of four boys and three girls. Although they had the 
largest group, their robot was disappointing. It acted like a windup toy. All they did was press a 
button placed on the robot's side, and it started walking and then shut down because it needed to be 
charged. 


To stop himself from saying how disappointing the robot was, he had to remind himself of Pepper's 
reminder about being to be nice to the kids or else it will be a PR disaster. 


He simply said "cool" and continued on. 
Just when he thought the projects couldn't get worse, it did. 


He went to a table and saw a group of boys, one named Cash? Dash? Mash?. Oh right, it was 
Flash. 


Flash went on to tell Tony how wonderful his project was and how it would totally win. Then the 
robot fell apart. 


Tony had to hold back his laugh and just told Flash that he had a 'good effort .' 
He moved on to the last table, hoping he'd find Peter, and hoped he wasn't actually sick that day. 


He arrived at the table with two boys and one girl and heard a schoolyard taunt from the Flash kid. 
He mentally rolled his eyes and asked the kids for their names. 


"So, tell me your names, and then show me what your thing can do." 
"I'm Michelle Jones." said the girl with her hair in a low bun. 

"I'm Ned Leeds.' said the boy in the button-up shirt. 

Then that left the boy with a nerdy science-up T-shirt and a sweater. 
"And I'm, uh, Peter Parker." 


Tonys' eyes lit up at the name. So was this the Peter they were talking to? So the brown doe-eyed 
teenager with a mop of curls and a geeky shirt was Peter. He was nerdy, friendly, and innocent, just 
like how he was on text. He couldn't wait to tell the team. 


He kept a calm expression and started talking again. 
"So, Peter, why don't you tell me how your robot works," 
Peter explained the inner workings of their drone and told him which parts they worked on. 


"Wow, that's super impressive. Now I need to see how it works." 


The drone began flying after a piece of scrap metal Peter threw and gave it back to him with a cute 
little "Here you go.’ 


Tony couldn't help blurt out, "Holy moly, that's pretty impressive for high schoolers," and it caused 
a chain reaction of Peter's friends telling him about how he did most of the work. Then, finally, he 
looked down to see Peter turning red, ‘poor kid,' he thought. 


Tony was amazed. His hopes got even higher after they told him that. Peter was definitely going to 
ace the intern test, and then he will finally get to know him personally. 


His mind soon went back to the drone and thought it would be a fun idea to keep it. He probably 
won't use it, but it would be a good first memory of meeting Peter. 


"Hmm. Can I keep this? I think a friend of mine would really like it." he lied, but he still ended up 
getting it. 


He was almost out of the room when he remembered that he was judging the robots. ‘Shit,’ he 
thought and turned on his heel and announced the obvious winner. 


"Oh right. The winner for the robot is Peter's group. Bye!" 


He left before seeing the reactions, which he was a little disappointed by, but he had a mission to 
do. So he walked briskly to the elevator and practically ran into it. 


"Friday, take me to wherever the avengers are." 

"They are currently on the 90th floor. I am taking you there as I speak." 
"Thanks" 

"It is my pleasure, boss." 


The elevator doors opened after 30 seconds, and Tony ran to where all the avengers were seated. 
Wanda spoke before Tony could. 


"Do you know who Peter is?!" 

All of the attention was now directed to Tony. 

"Yes, I do," he said, walking to the computer screen. 
"See the curly-headed brunette. That's Peter." 

All the avengers gasped and stared at the screen. 
"He seems geeky." Bruce pointed out. 

"You're one to talk, Bruce." Steve fired back. 


Everyone looked back at the screen and saw where the class was headed to. Steve decided to start 
the 'mission.' 


"Alright, team, they are headed to the brainstorming rooms, let's go." 


Everyone got up and went to the elevator except for Vision. 


Tony asked F.R.I.D.A.Y to take them to the floor they were on and soon arrived to find a hallway 
full of large rooms. They looked through the walls of the glass walls until they found one that had 
Peter's class. 


Thor being Thor, kicked down the door and burst in. 


"HELLO MIDGUARDIANS, IT IS ME, THOR AND THE AVENGERS. WE HAVE COME TO 
SAY HI," he says as he looks around the room for Peter. 


All eyes were on the heroes, but the heroes had eyes on Peter, who barely spared them a glance. 
"Does he look a bit sick to you?" Bucky asked Sam. 
"Yeah, he looks like he's going to keel over." 


When Bucky asked the question, Tony overheard him and started walking to Peter in a not so 
casual way. All of the heroes started to follow him while saying hello to their classmates. 


Just as Tony was about to talk to Peter, he collapsed with a large thud following after. 


The room went dead quiet after hearing the sound, and all eyes went to Peter. There he was, lying 
on his back with his arms splayed out and blood pooling below his head. 


The room became chaotic, some people were screaming, and some came running to check what 
happened. 


Tony immediately was by Peter's side, he checked his pulse and felt an erratic heartbeat, that 
wasn't good, but the kid was still alive. He quickly put his head and put it on his lap, in case he 
may start seizing. Next, he checked the back of Peter's head, and luckily the blood was from a cut 
he got while falling, and it was already stitching together. 


The avengers started getting all the kids out of the room so they could continue the tour elsewhere. 
Jen got out of her shocked state and took initiative. 


"If everyone will follow me, please. We will still continue the tour, just please be careful," 
She herded the kid towards the elevator and began to continue the tour again. 
Once Jen was gone, the Avengers circled Peter and let Bruce step in. 


Tony took Peter's head out from his lap and placed it back on the floor so that Bruce could check 
him over. 


"Hmm, his head looks fine; probably hit it on the way down. But I can't see any reason why he 
would. He's not showing any signs of dehydration, or exhaustion so why would he...unless." 


Bruce paused for a moment until something hit him (figuratively). 
"Tony, lift up his shirt." 

"Excuse me, I am not doing that, that's some pedo-" 

"Lift up the goddamn shirt, Tony!" he said with green colouring his neck. 


Tony immediately complied and hastily lifted up the boy's shirt. 


Everyone gasped at the site. 
The kid's abdomen was littered with purple and blue splotches. 
"Shit," Tony said under his breath. 


Bruce started poking and prodding his fingers all along Peter's stomach, getting paler the more he 
did it. 


"Someone call Helen." 


"Sure," Clint said, walking over to the phone in the corner of the room, not taking his eyes off the 
kid. 


He waited for it to ring and then put the phone to the ear. He listened to what Helen was saying 
then asked Bruce a question for Helen. 


"She wants to know why you need her." 

"Tell her that there is a 15-year-old kid that has internal bleeding." 

Everyone gasped again. 

"He's internally bleeding?" Tony asked 

"Yes, and I need a stretcher or someone to carry him because if we don't help him, he might die." 


Tony quickly scooped the boy up, so he was in a bridal style position and ran to the elevator with 
Clint trailing behind because he had to talk to Dr. Cho. 


Tony didn't realize how light Peter was until the doors closed. 


They rode the elevator up with many questions being thrown at Bruce about Peter's condition, but 
he was only focused on checking on Peter. 


When the elevator doors opened, Tony and Bruce were the first to run out. They were met with 
Helen standing by a stretcher with a few other doctors and nurses. 


"Barton told me about the internal hemorrhage; how bad is it?" 

"Not good. If we don't operate on him right now, he might go into hypovolemic shock." 

While Cho and Banner talked, Tony set Peter down on the stretcher and let the nurses take over. 
"Set up the hear monitors, and keep a crash cart nearby!" 

"Set up IV fluids with menaquinone!" 

"Someone get me an ultrasound!" 


Tony watched as they cut off Peter's shirt, exposing all of the ugly bruises and putting blue gel all 
over his abdomen. They then got the ultrasound out and started moving it all around. Tony didn't 
know how to react when they went over his stomach, but judging by the doctor's expression, it was 
not good. 


"Dr. Cho and Dr. Banner! I need you here, stat!" 


The two doctors ran over. 

"We need to get him into surgery right now." 
"Okay, prep the OR, well be there in 5." 
Banner then approached the dazed Tony. 
"Tony" 

"Tony" 

"Tony!" 

"Huh?" 

"Do you know Peter's blood type?" 

"Um, Friday?" 

"Peter Parker's blood appears to be O negative." 


reat, so he can give anyone his blood, but no one can give him theirs," Brice said in an 
"Great, so h his blood, but him th "B d 
exasperated tone. 


"Friday, do we have any?" Helen asked. 
"Yes, we have 10 pints of O negative blood." 
"Great. Someone grab the O negative blood!" 


The nurses arrived less than a minute later and began hooking up the tube. Tony cringed as he 
watched the blood go into his body. 


"Hand me the FFP, please!" 

"I need thrombocytes!" 

"He's going to need an exploratory laparotomy! Is the OR sterile?!" asked a random doctor. 
Then a nurse came running. 

"The OR is ready!" 

"Great! I need someone to weigh him!" 


Heart monitors, liquids of some sort, clips on his fingers, needles, and hands were being placed all 
over the boy's body by the flurry of doctors and nurses. 


"He's all prepped; let's go!" 


And they started wheeling Peter away. The movement of the cart made Tony realize that he was 
holding Peter's hand. He looked down and took his hand away. 


As the stretcher got further, the sounds of the heart monitors and all the people yelling got quieter 
until the floor became eerily silent. 


Tony stood there motionless, processing all of the events that happened that day. He stood there for 
a while until Nat broke his trance. 


"Come on, tin can, you've been standing there for five minutes," she said as she ushered him away. 


All of the avengers came back to the penthouse with a glum look. Leaving poor Vision to be filled 
with confusion. 


"Wanda, what happened?" Vision said. 

"Let's go to our room and talk." 

After the android and the witch left the room, Tony let out a sigh. 

"That is definitely not how I expected the trip to go," Rhodey said. 

"Yeah, the kid's probably going to have to spend the next few days here," Bucky added on. 
"We should probably call his Uncle." Tony voiced. 

"Uncle?" Steve questioned. 

"Yeah, Uncle. His parents died. And he always mentioned his Uncle through the texts." 
"How are we going to get his number?" Bucky asked. 

"You dummies," Pepper said as she walked into the room. 


"Bruce told me about Peter when my call got forwarded to an operating room. I already informed 
his teacher about him needing to stay overnight. And if you want to talk to his uncle, just search 
him up, Friday will tell you." 


And she left before anyone could get a word in. 

"Okay... Hey Fri, get me any information on Peter Parker." 

F.R.LD.A.Y pulled up articles, news reports, applications, documents etc. 
They all looked over different things. 

"Wow, kids, a straight-A student," Clint observed. 

"He's been to a lot of science fairs." Steve pointed out. 


"He only has one family member left." after Tony said that, everyone scurried over to what he was 
reading. 


They saw the news report on a plane crash with a couple named Mary and Richard Parker 
classified as deceased. 


Another article read about a woman named May Parker who died in her nephews' arms after a fatal 
mugging. 


"That poor kid, he was only 14," Natasha said with empathy wavering in her voice. 


"No child should have to go through that, mortal or not," Loki added on. 


They all sat down, some still looking over the articles, and some trying to have a conversation 
without thinking about Peter. 


They were still waiting for when the sun had started to set when they heard F.R.I.D.A.Y announce 
that Bruce said that they could see him. 


They all rushed down to go see Peter, and when they got to the room, they saw him look small as 
ever. He was surrounded by tubes and hooked up to multiple things. 


Tony sat down on the chair next to him and instinctively put held his hand. Vision was the first to 
ask about Peter's status, the rest were too caught up looking at the kid. 


"How is Peter feeling?" 
Bruce took a deep breath and started talking. 


"As you all know, he had internal bleeding. But it was caused by blunt force trauma. Don't ask me 
how he got it because I don't know. That is something you will have to ask him. Now, I'm sure you 
guys don't really know a lot about medical things, so I'm going to put it into English words. He had 
a massive bleed around his organs, and we had to cut his whole abdomen open in order to get a 
better look. Once we found the source of the bleed, we stitched it closed. We ended up giving him 
two whole pints of blood to make up for the amount we lost, so if you guys want to start a blood 
drive, that would be amazing. Aha." 


He was given blank stares, so he continued. 


"Now, here's the interesting part. He kept on waking up during the surgery, and we ended up 
giving him Steve's drugs which still didn't keep him knocked out throughout the whole surgery. 
Peter also has amazing healing, it's exceptional. So exceptional that we had to keep on reopening 
the incisions we were giving him because they kept on closing by themselves. With this, he is 
going to be just fine, our estimation for recovery is probably three to four days max. Now, here's 
the kicker. All of the abilities that he was presenting during surgery are the same as Rogers. So as 
the operating team..." 


He paused and then carried on. 
"... We think he's Spider-man." 


"You think he's what?!" 


Chapter End Notes 
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Jumping Out a Window Vibes 


Chapter Summary 


The Avengers know Peter is Spider-man and may find out about what happens behind 
closed doors. 
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"You thinks he's what?!" Tony exclaimed. 


"We think he's Spider-man. He exhibited all the signs of someone with enhanced or mutated 
features, just like Cap did." 


"I know you are a doctor, but is there something you can prove that..." Wanda glanced over to 
Peter. "...he really is Spider-man?" 


"Yes, there is," Helen said, walking into the room. 


"All we need to do is run some tests and check if anything is mutated in his bloodstream or 
anywhere else," Bruce said. 


Tony stared at Bruce. 
"Go ahead then." 


Bruce ran off to fetch a blood sample and came back two minutes later with a kit and gloves on his 
hands. He began to insert a needle into Peter's arm, which made Tony cringe, and pulled out the 
tube a second later after it filled up the tiny test tube. 


He walked out of the room into another lab and started the testing process. 


Luckily for Bruce, this was a medically advanced testing facility so, he could have the results in 
minutes. 


He was waiting for six minutes until the test results came back. 


Peter Parker really was Spider-man. 
Bruce ran back quickly to the medical room and announced the news while looking at the test. 
"Peter is Spider-man! I have the tests!" 


He started to hear the frantic beat of the heart monitor and looked up to see Peter wide-eyed and 
staring at him. 


"Umm, uh, I'm totally not Spider-man. I think your results are faulty." 
Everyone gave him an unconvincing look. 
"Peter, I'm sorry but the secrets' out. We won't tell anyone." 


Peter just stared at Bruce, then quickly looked down at himself. He was surprised that he was 
dressed, but his sweater was gone and had an AC/DC tee that replaced his shirt. 


He looked around the room, ignoring everyone's stares, and noticed his bag sitting on the floor. His 
web-shooters, phone and mask, were in the bag, so if he could find a way to grab it, then he could 
escape. 


He started thinking about all the possibilities until his thoughts were interrupted by Rhodey. 
"Earth to Peter." 
"Huh," he answered back. 


"We are going to go and think of a plan for you. Is it okay if you stay here alone? We don't want 
you getting up after bleeding internally." 


"So that's what my injury was?’ Peter thought but quickly shook it out of his head and made a plan. 
‘As soon as they leave, I'll grab my stuff and go.' he thought and replied to Rhodey. 


"Yeah, I-I'll be fine." 

"Great, we'll be back soon, Petey-pie," Tony said in a sarcastic tone. 

Peter watched as they all left the room and listened until he could no longer hear them talking. 
He quickly put on his web-shooters and grabbed his mask, then stared at the window. 


"I wouldn't do that, Mr. Parker. It is unsafe, and if you jump, I will contact the Avengers." 
F.R.LD.A.Y said just as Peter was about to jump out. 


He thought through the outcome if he jumped out now. Sure, the Avengers may be worried, but 
he'd be gone before they could see him. So, he made his decision. 


He shoved his mask on and began charging at the window, bracing himself for impact. He made it 
through the glass, kicking his shoulder and shot a web to the side of the building and swung away. 


He could hear alarms going off and F.R.I.D.A.Y saying she's alerting the team, but Peter was 
already too far away. 


Tony and the team were met with alarms blaring and F.R.I.D.A.Y telling him about a broken 
window not even five minutes after leaving the room. 


"What happened Fri?" 

"It appears Mr. Parker has jumped out the window." 

Thor spit out his Asgardian ale. 

"The Midguardian jumped from the window?" 

"I think he used his webs," Bucky said, answering everyone's question. 
"Should we go after him?" Steve suggested in the form of a question. 
Tony shook his head. 


"No, let the kid come to us. In the meantime, we have to think of what we are going to do with 
him." 


‘But what about the bleeding?" Wanda asked. 


"He has super-healing, just give him a snack, and he'll do fine. Staying in med-bay just made it 
easier for him." Burce replied. 


Suddenly the room was filled with various sounds of pings, and everyone picked up their phones. 


Peter's trip home was riddled with fear. He kept on looking back every five seconds to make sure 
he wasn't getting chased by IronMan or on the verge of being decapitated by Captain America's 
shield. Thankfully, he made it back home, but his fear didn't disappear. In fact, it rose. 


What was he going to do when his Uncle came home from work after receiving a phone call that 
his nephew fainted in Stark Tower and needed to stay there for a few days. 


He expertly thought of an excuse. He'd tell his Uncle that it was an exaggerated diagnosis, and if he 
knew about the internal bleeding, he'd just tell him that he told them he got mugged and got 
discharged a few hours later. 


Once he was done thinking about the excuses, he checked to see if Ben was home. And he wasn't. 
He quickly cleaned up the kitchen, and got a snack, then went to his room. He grabbed his phone 
from his bag and began texting his friends about the craziest day he had. 


Peter 
GUYS. I had the craziest day! 


Mr. Arrow 


Peter 


Alright 


Buckle up, this is about to be a wild ride. 


Peter 


Oh boy, here we go. 


Oooh. Tell us 


Mr. Old 


Ms. Widow 


Mr. Winter 


A 


Mr. Bird 


AN 


Mr. Point Break 

Why would I buckle up? I am not even on a ride? 
Mr. Rudolph 

It is a metaphor, brother. 


Sorry, please continue. 


So today was the day I went on the field trip to S.I, and I was having a blast. 


We had a robot-building contest, and The Tony Stark judged it! I mean, how cool is that?! 


Peter 


Mr. Old 


Super cool. 


And he was judging all the robots, and then it was so funny when this kid named Flash had his 
robot fall apart right in front of him after boasting about it to Mr. Stark. 


But then things started to go south. 


Dr. Green 


Oh no. 
Peter 
Yep. 


So after the robots, our tour guide took us to a brainstorming room and let us do whatever we 
want. 


I was alone because my friends wandered off, but I found this really cool unsolved math equation. 
And I was about to grab a marker to solve it when I felt this horrible pain in my stomach. 
It made me want to curl up in a ball on the floor, but I kept it together. 
Ms. Scarlet, 
poor thing 
Peter 


Then black spots started to show up in my eyes, and I know that's a sign you're about to faint, and I 
went to go grab something to steady myself. 


And then 
BOOM 
The Avengers walk in. 
Mr, America 
The Avengers came on your tour!?! 
Peter 
Yup 


And then, right as I was about to faint, I saw Mr. Stark heading towards me, and then I blacked 
out. 


Ms. Widow 
What happened!?!!! 
Peter 
I woke up in the tower's med bay surrounded by the Avengers. 
And I felt super uneased, so I just walked out. 
Mr. Machine 
You walked out on the Avengers? 


Peter 


yeah 


Peter began to try to muster up an excuse before he heard Ben come home. 


"Peter! You better get ready to have the beating of your life!" 
‘Shit, He fumbled with his phone and put it into his pocket. 


But he didn't know he pressed the call button on the group chat. 


* 'Peter' started a group call session * 


Mr. Rudolph 


Why? 


Ms. Nat 


Something tells me that was an accident. 


* 'Mr. Old' joined the call * 


* 'Mr. America’ joined the call. * 


* Everyone joined the call * 


Mr. Old 


I don't care, I'm joining. 


Mr. America 


I'm joining too. 


Mr. Machine 
Me three 

Mr. Bird 

Me four 

Mr. Wi nter 


Me five. 


As soon as the heroes were on the call, they were met with silence until they heard something. 


A whimper. 
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The avengers were sitting in the living room while texting Peter. 
"Man, it's crazy how he doesn't even know he's texting the avengers." 
Tony side-eyed Sam. 


"We're getting to the good part of the story where explains what happened to him. So shut up, 
Wilson." 


Sam just scoffed. 

"The child will not answer my question," Loki said, staring at the phone. 
"Give him a second, brother." 

The team waited for a few seconds and then saw that Peter started a call. 
"The boy wants to call us now?" Rhodey questioned 

"I think he butt-dialled," Burce spoke. 

"I don't care, I'm joining." 

Natasha stared at Tony. 

"What! I'm curious." 

Natasha turned her head back. 

"Fine, Tony. Just pull up the call so we can all hear." 


"Kay. Fri, pull up the call." 


The black screen of the phone call was up, and you couldn't hear anything until a sound was made. 


A whimper. 


Peter whimpered. How pathetic could he get? He whimpered at the sounds of boots coming 
towards his door. 


Ben slammed it open and towered over Peter. 
"Peter! Care to explain to me the school called and said you fainted in your field trip?!" 
"M-my stomach was j-just hurting, I-I didn't m-mean to." 


"How pathetic, 'you d-d-d-didn't m-m-m-m-meant-t-to.'. God, you sound like a baby." 


Tony clenched his fist after hearing the man mock the kids stutter. 'I'm going to kill him,' he 
thought. He was on the verge of calling his suit but had an idea. 


"Hey, Fri, can you record this phone call?" 
"Of course, boss." 

"Why are you recording it?" Bruce asked 
"Just have a bad feeling." 


Bruce nodded his head. 


"I-I'm sorry," Peter responded. 


"You should be. You lied to everyone! They said you were supposed to stay for a few days. But 
now you're home!" 


"They said I had internal bleeding." 
"Oh, well, what did you tell them?." 


"T didn't. I-I left before they could." 


"Friday, send one of my drones with a camera to Peter's location and get my suit ready. And pull 
up the drone footage." 


Steve scrunched up his face. 
"Isn't that a bit excessive?" 
"IT don't see this ending well." 


Steve turned his head back to the drone footage. 


Tony grimaced at the memory of Howard acting like that. He didn't have any proof of Peter's uncle 
hurting him. But he'd hope he wouldn't find any. 


But he was wrong. 


"I don't believe you. You just ran out before the mighty heroes could ask you anything." 
"Y-yes." 

Ben stepped forward and put Peter's wrist in a death grip. Peter couldn't help but yelp. 

Just as Ben was going to talk, Peter sensed something in the room. 'It must be a bug." he thought. 


"Quit lying! How do I know you didn't cry to them and say your mean uncle kicked you a little too 
hard." 


Ben's grip only got tighter, and Peter could feel his bones bending. 
"I promise I'm telling the truth!" 

"You are lying!" 

Ben leaned in closer to Peter. 


"And you're going to pay for it." 


Tony gulped, and the rest of the team looked petrified. 


"Please don't," Peter whispered. 
Ben didn't listen. 


He kicked him right where his scar was, and Peter let out a yelp as he steadied himself on the 
nightstand. 


While Peter was focused on the pain in his abdomen, Ben took a swing at his face. He heard a 
crunch and felt blood gushing out of his face. 


"I think he just broke his nose." Banner said. 

The team was already off their seats and getting their weapons. 
Tony was already in his suit. 

"I'm going to kill the son of a bitch." he said in anger. 


"Tones wai-" 


Rhodey tried to stop his best friend, but he was already out of the window. And his team looked 
ready to follow. So he needed to stop them before the Avengers were charged with murder. 


"Uh uh. It would be best if you guys stayed here. It will only slow Tony down, just get Med-bay 
prepped. I'm going though since I have a suit too." 


He heard everyone sigh and flew out the window. 


Peter's nose was gushing blood, and he was repeatedly getting hit. On each hit, he felt bruises 
blossoming and pain becoming a constant thing across his face. 


He then grabbed Peter's curls and used them to slam his head on the nightstand. Each hit making 
him more and more confused. 


Ben soon got bored of that and moved on to something even more dangerous. 
He put his hands on Peter's neck and began strangling him. 


His airway was cut off, and he couldn't breathe. Panic flooded his system, and he didn't think 
properly. Finally, he started to back up, crashing into other things in his room. He tripped over a 
shoe and landed on the floor. For a split second, he got air and inhaled it greedily, but it was soon 
cut off again. 


Ben was now straddling his waist and strangling him. Peter's senses kept on saying the same thing 
over and over again 'runrunrunrun,' but he couldn't. He was frozen in the spot. Finally, noticing that 
he was running out of air now, he began hitting Ben, but it did no good. 


His mind began to get fuzzy, and it felt like his head was exploding, but he couldn't do anything. 
Just as he was about to pass out, he heard a slam, and Ben went flying across the room. 


Oxygen then flooded his system, and he gasped for breaths. 


Tony put as much speed as he could into his suit to get to Peter. He had the drone cam up on his 
suit and began to panic when he saw Ben wrap his hands around his kid's neck. 


He was going to pay for every bruise he put on that sweet innocent child. 
Tony arrived in two minutes and blasted through the door. 

"Peter!" he called out but only heard a gurgled sound. 

He broke down the only other closed door and saw a horror scene. 


Broken furniture and objects were scattered across the room. And right in the center of the room 
was the scum of the earth strangling his kid. 


He immediately blasted Ben off Peter and clambered out of his suit. 
He saw the boy gasp like a fish out of water, and he was glad he was still alive. 


He ran over to him, got on his knees, and cradled him in his lap. Peter's head was near Tony's 


shoulder, and his legs were on the floor. 

"Fri, call Bruce Banner, tell him my location, and tell him to take the jet." 
"Of course, boss. Dr. Banner estimated time of arrival is 20 minutes." 
Tony let out a sigh of relief. 

"Thanks, sweetheart." 

"It is my pleasure." 


Tony looked back down at Peter and saw that he was slowly becoming alert. 


Peter must've been too focused on getting his breath because he didn't notice being cradled in 
someone's arms until now. He was dazed, and his eyesight was a bit off. 


He looked up and saw Tony looking back at him. 

"Missir Stark?" Peter croaked. His voice scratchy from being choked, 
"Hey, kiddo, took some hits back there." 

Peter had some of his brain function now and realized what happened. 
"My uncle tried t' kill m'." 


"Yeah, he did, but he's going to be dealt with." 


And with perfect timing, Rhodey flew into the room. 


He looked around, awestruck with how much damage was done. It looked like somebody 
ransacked the place. 


"Oh my god, did his uncle do all of this?" he said, looking at Tony. 

Tony nodded his head. 

"Yes. Could you please take him to the tower? I'll stay here with the kid." 

Rhodey was going to slip in a joke about Tony being a mother hen, but it was not the time to do so. 
"Sure." 

Rhodey picked up the unconscious body of Ben and took off. 


"Hey, Friday, call Cps and tell them there has been a child abuse case under the name Ben Parker 
who abused Peter Parker. 


"On it, boss." 


He smiled, knowing that Ben Parker is going to be in jail for the rest of his life, but not before he 
hurts him. However, his smile was soon wiped away after hearing a whimper. 


He looked down and saw Peter with tear tracks on his face. 

"What's wrong, Peter?" 

Peter looked up at him and responded. 

"No Cps, Ben was m' only family. I-[ hav' no one lef" 

"Oh, Peter." 

Tony scooped him closer to his chest. 

"W-where am I gonna go?" Peter asked, tears pricking at the corner of his eyes. 
"You'll stay with us. The Avengers love you. And hell, you'll be my kid." 


Peter smiled, but his eyes started to droop. Tony knew all too well that he shouldn't be falling 
asleep after that psycho rammed his head against a wood table. The poor kid was definitely 
concussed. 


"Hey, hey, open those baby browns for me." 


Peter's eyes fluttered open, and Tony took them in, grateful he was still alert. He saw that his pupils 
were dilated, one being different from the other. 'That's not good,' he thought. 


He studied Peter's face closely, trying to look at anything but the bruises. He noticed that his eyes 
were a few shades darker than Tony's. Peter's eyes shared the same shade as black coffee, 
meanwhile, his were light brown like cinnamon. His eyes still held innocence in them, even after 
the bastard tried to rip it away. Peter had soft features surrounding his face. His jawline wasn't 
sharp, but it was noticeable. His nose was covered in blood and crooked, but Tony could tell that 
he had a button nose. He had curly brown hair, but in some of the photos, it was straight. He put 
together that Peter must comb his hair on days he's not in a rush. Although, he preferred it curly. 


He felt Peter lean into his hand and looked to see that he was unknowingly carding his hand 
through his hair. 'How'd I do that?' he questioned. He started to pull his hand away, but Peter let 
out an involuntary whine. He quickly put it back, and the kid's smile returned. His kid must like 
physical affection. 


"Hey, Friday." 

"Yes, boss." 

"Put in my notes that Peter Parker likes physical affection." 

"On it. Also, Dr. Banner instructed me to inform you that they are five minutes out." 
"That's great. Tell them we are in apartment number B14." 

"Certainly." 


He looked back down at Peter, and he looked more out of it than before. He wouldn't be surprised 
if the kid forgot his own name. His nerves rose thinking about the concussion and if he got any 
brain damage. 


"Hey, kiddo, only five more minutes, and then help will come," he said in a coaxing voice. 


Peter looked him in the eyes. 
"Dad?" 


Tony choked a bit at the name. He wasn't even that close with Peter, in fact, they met yesterday. It 
must've been the position they were in, it was very personal, so the kid must've got fumbled up. 


"Nope, just Tony." 


Peter put on a dopey grin. 


Tony was caught off guard again. He was unfazed by monstrous aliens, but this is what caught him 
up. 


"Hello to you too. Still not your dad, though, bambino." 
"You're like one to me, though." 

Tony's eyes widened. 'God, get a grip,’ he told himself. 
"Kid, we just met." 


Peter was about to answer until fear flooded his eyes, and he jerked his head to the frame of where 
the door sat. 


Tony understood that it must've been his weird sixth sense that made him like that, so he 
instinctively turned his back to the door. Keeping Peter's body away from harm. Tony craned his 
neck and saw Bruce and his med team flooding the apartment. 


He scooped Peter up the same way he did at the tower and brought him over to Bruce. 
Bruce looked at him, then Peter and snickered. 

"This looks all too familiar." 

"Don't remind me," Tony uttered. 

He laid Peter down on the stretcher and let the doctors get to work. 


They were throwing out words he didn't understand, like mTBI. He watched as they worked, 
putting IVs and fluids into him like last time. He watched as Bruce put a neck brace on Peter and 
shined a flashlight in his eyes. 


After a few minutes, he walked with the med staff to the Quinjet, where he was met with grief- 
stricken team members. Even Natasha had a grim look on her face after seeing Peter. 


Tony sat down on one of the seats and watched as they worked. That poor kid lost everything, and 
the one good thing in his life hurt him. That reminded him that he had business to take care of. 


He pulled out a chip from a pocket in his shirt and quickly placed it on the base of Peter's neck. 
This chip allowed him to see the vitals of Peter and hear everything going on. He tapped twice on 
his chest, and the suit began to form around him. He opened one of the 'made for Ironman’ doors 
on the jet and got ready to take off. 


"Where do you think you're going?" Natasha said in a sly tone. 


"I'm going to kill the bastard that hurt my child." and Tony flew off before Romanoff could 
respond. 


He put all his power into his thrusters and eyed the kid's vitals. It turns out he was concussed, but 
no brain damage. His vitals were stable the whole flight too. 


He got to the tower in three minutes. And had F.R.I.D.A.Y direct him to where Rhodey threw Ben 
in and barged in. 


He tapped away his suit and saw the sheer terror in Ben's eyes. 
He gripped the collar of his shirt and threw him against the wall. 
He leaned in closely, giving him a taste of his own medicine. 


"You hurt the only thing that brought me joy, and I'm not going to let that happen again." he 
sneered. 


Ben looked like he was going to shit his pants but still decided to put in a nasty comment. 
"The kid is a worthless brat, he's just your charity case." Ben snarled. 
Tony growled and punched him square on the jaw. 


"Peter is a sweet, innocent, smart and kind kid. He's made me a better person. And the only person 
who is a charity case is you because Peter had to put up with your shitty self." 


Ben reached out to punch Tony, but he was too quick. The gauntlet formed on Tony's hand and 
caught the punch. Slowly squeezing around the uncle's hand. He let go once he heard a crunch and 
a howl of pain come from Ben. 


He kicked him in the chest and sent him flying to the floor. He took the gauntlet off and straddled 
the man. He began to punch Ben repeatedly. 


"You deserve nothing." 

That punch made his nose bleed. 

"You hurt someone who was innocent and caring." 

He punched him in the eye, making it swell shut. 

"Peter's an amazing kid, and I'm going to give him the love he deserves." 
His punch busted the asshole's lip. 

"But you.." 

The punch definitely broke his teeth. 

"... You deserve nothing." 


The last punch was personal. 


Ben was nearly unconscious, so Tony decided to finish him off. He let the gauntlet form around his 


hand again and aimed to fire the bastard right in the face. 

"Tony, stop!" 

He turned his head and saw Pepper standing there, wearing a flustered look. 
"You can't kill him. He's going to go to prison. So let him rot in there." 


She started walking to him and watched as the metal glove went away. She dragged Tony off his 
feet. 


"But he hurt my kid Pep. He hurt one of the people I loved." 
"I know, we'll make sure he stays in prison forever. But we need to go." 


Pepper started to walk off, and Tony went to the elevator. He asked F.R.I.D.A.Y to take him to 
where Peter was. 


Tony had an ongoing mantra in his head. 'Your fault. You could've saved him, kept on repeating on 
a loop the whole elevator ride. 


When the doors opened, he glumly stepped out, anxiety rising the closer he got to the room. 
He feared what he would see when he enters the room. But it wasn't anything close to that. 
What he saw made him chuckle and question himself at the same time. 


Domestic Avengers? 
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Domestic Avengers? 


Tony looked at the bitter-sweet site in front of him. All of the Avengers, including Loki, were 
cooing over the drowsy Peter. 


The room was a bit crowded considering there were now 13 people in it, but they all managed to 
fit. 


Bucky, Loki, and Vision were standing in the corner of the room, watching from afar. They were 
not that good with feelings, so they kept their distance, fearing they might make things awkward. 


Steve, Sam, Clint, and Rhodey pulled up chairs that were close to Peter and watched in awe. The 
chairs had a bit of cushioning on them, but not enough to be comfortable. 


Bruce was fiddling around with Peter's tubes and checking his vitals since he was awake now. The 
heartbeat on the screen was steady, and the kid did not seem panicked at all. 


Thor and Natasha were standing near the bedside, watching Peter stir. They weren't necessarily 
giving him a lot of space, given that if Peter moved his head to the side, he could hit their hips, but 
the effort was appreciated. 


The whole room had no tension in it whatsoever. 
And Tony was utterly stunned. He had never seen the Avengers like this. 


If someone got hurt on a mission, the whole team would never stay in the same room to look at 
someone. But, there they are, all looking at a 15-year-old with wonder. 


How on earth did this kid crawl into their hearts? How did he make them soft? 


'God, all the people in this room would murder someone for him without a second thought. We're 
wrapped around his finger.’ 


Tony shook his thoughts away and took a minute to look over Peter before heading in. 


His face wasn't littered with bruises anymore, and the neck brace was off. He had an IV in, but 
none of his other injuries were noticeable. His eyes were droopy and presented drowsiness, but he 
was glad he was awake. His curls were plastered all over the place, which made him look like a 


shaggy puppy. 


Tony walked over to Peter, making Natasha and Thor shift away from the boy. 


Rhodey cleared his throat, and all of the Avengers cleared the room. Leaving extra chairs to be 
scattered around the room. 


"Where are you guys going?" 
Bruce was currently speed-walking towards the door with glasses hanging loosely off his nose. 
"We thought we'd leave you two alone." Burce shrugged before following the rest of the Avengers. 


Tony stood there confused and looked at Nat after realizing she was the only one who hasn't left 
the room. 


"What did he mean?" Tony scratched his head. 


"Did you forget that you had a drone recording the room back there? We saw everything. Goodbye, 
"Mister Dad,' and take care of your bambino." 


Natasha walked out of the room and shut the door behind her. 


Tony was bewildered. They saw everything. They saw him cradle and cuddle the boy. They saw 
him call him nicknames. How is he ever going to face his team? 


A groan cut off his thoughts. He looked down and saw Peter with a lopsided grin plastered on his 
face. 


"Hey, Mr. Stark." he giggled with a slight rasp. 

"Hey, kiddo. How you feeling?" Tony pulled up a chair. 
"I feel weird." 

Tony snorted. 


"Yeah, I bet. We put you on a double dose of Capsicle meds. Let's hope you don't jump out a 
window this time." 


He watched Peter's grin falter at the memory. Grief flooded his veins again. 'God, can you ever 
shut your mouth. 


"Sorry ‘bout that. I was scared." 


That hurt Tony's pride. The kid was too scared to face the Earth's mightiest heroes, so he jumped 


out a window instead. 


"You have nothing to be sorry about." He grabbed his hand. "We shouldn't have confronted you 
right when you woke up." 


He thought about the pure terror in his eyes when they found out about him. God, they were evil. 
Tony was going to apologize again, but Peter spoke before. 
"S' fine." 


That made Tony angry. ‘It's fine.’ No, it's not. How could this kid be so forgiving over what they 
did? 


"No, it's not!" Tony slammed his hand on the bed, making Peter jump. His tone came out more 
venomous than the one in his head did. 


Rage boiled through his system when he saw the kid jump at the tone, knowing that his uncle was 
the cause of that, but he kept his cool and apologized. 


"I'm sorry, kid, I didn't mean to get angry." He honestly didn't. Some of the rage he held for the 
kid's uncle was spewed at him. And he wanted to take it back, but he gave him a reason instead. 


"I'm just upset about how we put your alter ego before your safety." 
"It's okay." 

Seriously. It's okay.' This kid forgave people too much. 

Tony shook his head, then looked down. 

"It's not, but thanks for trying." 


Tony stared at the kid while thinking of a plan. He needed to get adoption files printed, buy 
furniture for the kid's room, go to the apartment, grab his stuff, and put his uncle in jail. But right 
now, he needed to focus on getting the kid to agree to be adopted by him. Because there is no way 
in hell, he's putting a kid that precious in that corrupt system. 


"Well, we have lots to sort out now." he blurted, getting the topic moving. 
"What do you mean?" Peter squeaked. 


"Well, after we saw your uncle beat the living shit out of you, I decided that we are not sending 
you back there." 


He watched Peter frown. 

"Nice choice of words, jackass. 

"So I'm going in the system?" 

‘That poor kid thinks I'm actually putting him in there." he thought but quickly responded. 


"Oh god, no. You can stay with us for as long as you want, and we're getting the adoption papers 
processed as we speak. That is um..." Tony fumbled over his words. "That is, of course, if you 
wan-" 


"Yes." Peter interrupted him with an actual grin on his face. 

Tony's heart rate skyrocketed. 

"You will?" 

"Of course..." Peter's smile faltered as he trailed off. 

Tony noticed the change of emotion and picked it up as a sad thought the boy had. 
"What's on your mind, kid?" 


"Do you actually want to adopt me? I've been living with Ben for a while now, but ever since then, 
he always told me that no one ever wanted to adopt me because of how pathetic I am and how I'm 
only a charity case." Tears began to well up in the child's eyes. 


"Oh, kid..." 
Tony moved closer to the boy and grasped his hand more tightly. 


"Peter Parker, I want to adopt you. Hell, the avengers want to adopt you. You are the most kindest, 
brilliant, and selfless person I've ever met. I'm not that good with feelings and emotional things, so 
this means a lot. I haven't known you for a long time, but I'd be ecstatic if you were my kid. When I 
met you on the tour, me and friends all became attached to the curly-headed brunette boy that's 
lying in front of me right now. You managed to dig yourself into our hearts without even noticing. 
We all love you, Peter, so of course, we'd want to adopt you." 


Peter let his tears fall with a smile perking up. 

"T-Thanks, Mr. Stark. Now, come up," he said, patting the empty space on the bed. 
Peter's mood seemed to change after the speech. 

"Excuse me?" Tony laughed. 

"Come up on the bed." 


Tony hesitated but got up, kicked off his shoes and climbed in because, after all, it was Peter. It 
was definitely a tight fit, given it was a single-sized hospital bed, but they made it work. They both 
inched closer together, making the space between them non-existent. Tony wrapped his arm over 
the kid and pulled him even closer, making Peter melt more into the position. The action reminded 
Tony about how Peter liked physical affection, so he started carding his hand through Peter's hair. 


Peter rested his head on Tony's shoulder, making it easier to access the kid's hair. After about 10 
minutes of doing that, Tony asked F.R.I.D.A.Y to dim the lights when he noticed that Peter's eyes 
were closed. 


He looked down at the boy, and warmth filled his body. He has the kid now. No one else can harm 
him anymore. He murmured, 'I love you' to the sleeping baby, and rested his head on the pillow. 


Just as his eyes started to droop, Peter said something. 
"Hey, Tony." 


"Yeah, kiddo." 


"I love you too." 
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Tony woke up the next day with a spider-baby nestled to his side. Orange sunlight was streaming 
through the rather huge hospital window. It still seemed a bit dark out, but Tony checked his watch 
and saw that it was 8 am. 


Tony was aware that Peter was on a mild sedative that was administered to him at 5 am to help his 
body heal after scaring a poor intern that came into the room to do his rounds. Tony asked 
F.R.LD.A.Y to delete the footage of the last 10 minutes after that. 


Tony calculated how fast Peter would burn through the sedative and found out he would wake up a 
9 am. So, he still had to wait another hour until he saw those baby browns. 


He carefully climbed out of bed and put his shoes back on. Then, he pulled out his phone and 
checked the kid's vitals. They were all good, and it looks like he could get out of bed today. 


He saw a new text message pop up, and it was from Rhodey. 


Sourpuss 


We got all the evidence to put the uncle in jail. You want to visit him one more time? 


Tony quickly typed out a response, thinking about how he could hurt the douche now. 


Tony Stank 
Of course, Honeybear. 
Sourpuss 
Go easy on him. 


He's a bit roughed up. 


Tony Stank 


What did you do? 
Sourpuss 
Hey, it was all a team effort. We just took turns pummeling the guy. 
Tony Stank 
Hmm 


Good job. He deserves it. 


I'm also on my way now. 


Sourpuss 


See you there. 


Tony put his phone away and started to leave the room. He opened the door to Natasha smirking. 
He knew exactly why she was doing that. She most definitely saw them cuddled together. But he 
was too focused to deal with that shit, so he quickly ran out, but not before adding something. 


"Not a word." and made his way down to the hallway. 

He stepped into the elevator with Natasha following. And it made him jump. 
"Jesus! You know, just because you're a spy doesn't mean you have to act like one." 
Natasha just grinned and brought in a new topic. 

"I see you like the kid." 

Tony squinted his eyes at her. 

"Of course I do, I'm going to adopt him." 


That actually got Nat off guard, but she quickly composed herself. Tony felt a small victory for 
making the spy crack. 


"The great Tony Stark is adopting a child," she said in a mock shocked tone. 
"Believe it or not, I'm not heartless. I care about the kid, and I want him to live with me." 
Natasha looked Tony up and down and put on a real smile. 


"TI never said you're heartless, just it's out of character. But I'm happy, he's good for you." 


Tony rolled his eyes, getting deja-vu from when Pepper said the same thing to him after finding out 


who he was texting. 
"Oh God, not you too." 


Natasha winked and stepped out of the elevator. 


He quickly followed her after realizing that they were on the floor he picked. 


They reached the new room that held Ben (Tony broke down the door to the other one), and it was 
different than the other room. 


The room had the same grey-coloured walls, but either than that, nothing was the same. This room 
was like an interrogation room. He was met with a large pain of glass that connected to the other 
room. There was a slim table attached to the mirror, with a mic and paperwork on it, highlighted by 
the overhead lighting, Chairs and couches were in various spots within the room, and it even had a 
small kitchen tucked in the corner. The room had no windows and no decorations. The walls were 
grey, but it still made the room feel dark. 


Tony walked up to the glass and looked through the other side. 


The other side of the room was bare. Everything was concrete, and he could see splatters of blood. 
There was an empty metal tray and cup in the corner of the room, with a few crumbs scattered 
around it. The lighting in there was uncomfortably bright and revealing, made to make any of the 
criminals uncomfortable. And right under one of the giant lights was an unconscious Ben. 


He was cuffed to the chair with his legs and hands behind him. He had bruises all over his face, 
crusted blood over his mouth and nose, and a cast on his right hand. 


‘Bruce must've fixed that.' Tony thought while reminiscing of the sound of Ben's bones cracking 
under his hand. 


He shook the memory out of his head and took a better look at him. 


When Rhodey said that the team roughed him up, he did not expect this. It looked like they did not 
hold back, but he felt no remorse for the shitbag. 


"I hope you enjoy our work. We hit him five times for every time he insulted our boy." Natasha 
beamed. 


"Impressive. I'm going to have a little talk to him before he goes to jail." 

Natasha nodded her head and leaned into the mic. 

"Oh Benny, we have another visitor for you." she sneered. 

Ben groaned as the sound of Natasha's voice woke him up. 

Natasha unlocked the doors by pushing the button located on the table and let Tony go in. 


Tony slowly strode in, his hair a bit dishevelled from just waking up and visible wrinkles on his 
shirt. 


"Hey there, Ben. Sleep well?" 

Ben slowly lifted his head to meet Tony's eyes and smirked. 

"I did actually, I didn't have to deal with the brat for once." 

Tony snarled, ran up to him, and grabbed him by the now bloody collar of his shirt. 


He looked him straight in the eyes and punched him in the face. 


"Listen here, you ass-pick, if I hear you call my kid any other name than Peter, I will make sure 
you go to a prison where the guards beat the inmates. I will broadcast what you did to the world. I 
will personally knock on your family and friend's doors and show them what you did to a kid. And 
I will make sure you leave this room unable to walk, whether I need a weapon or not. So treat my 
kid with respect, and you will leave this tower alive." 


Ben gulped, leaving Tony pleased. 
"Good, now that we're settled, I'm going to start my little goodbye speech now." 
Ben just rolled his eyes, and Tony was still gripping the shirt. 


"Okay, so, you don't deserve any fair wells, so I'm going to get straight to the point. You are a 
piece of shit, you are the scum of the earth, and hell, I think you're worse than me. You hurt 
someone who trusted you, who once loved you, so you deserve all the bad things that are coming 
to you. Peter is my son now, and I'm going to spoil him rich, get him anything he wants, and give 
him gifts that cost more than your yearly wage. I'm going to give him the life he deserves, the love 
that he deserves, and hopefully keep you off his mind. You are going to spend the rest of your life 
in a cage, trapped like the way you made Peter feel. So, I hope you enjoy your new life now. With 
no freedom, no options and no love." 


Tony released his collar and walked out of the room, slamming the door behind him. 
He met eyes with Natasha, but the two didn't say anything. 


He walked towards the two-sided mirror and took one last look at the bastard's face. Satisfied that 
it was now plastered with fear. 


He made his way to the door, stopping in the frame. 


"You can let the guards take him away now unless you guys want one more go," he said with a 
wink. 


"Oh, I'll send them, we had our fun. Nice speech, by the way." 
Tony smiled. 
"Thanks, poured my whole heart into it." He then closed the door, leaving Natasha in the room. 


He started to make his way to the elevator when F.R.I.D.A.Y announced that Peter was starting to 
wake up. 


He stepped into the elevator and made his way back to med-bay. 


He quickly climbed back into the tiny bed, placing Peter's head on his shoulder before he woke 
up. 


He worked on slowing down his heartbeat after remembering the kid had super hearing so that he 
wouldn't notice. 


Peter fully woke up around three minutes later, luckily Tony was calm by then. 
Peter lifted his head off Tony and craned his neck to look at Tony. 


"Hey, Mr. Stark," he said sleepily. 


"Hey, Pete. How was your sleep?" 

"Good, you make a good pillow." 

Tony chuckled at that and ruffled his hair. 

"Are you hungry?" he asked, guessing Peter was fully healed. 
"Yeah." 

"Good, now I can finally properly introduce you to the Avengers." 
Peter's face light up and flushed at the same time. 

Tony got up, and brushed himself off, then went to help Peter get up. 


He stood by his side and grabbed both of his arms, and pulled. Thankfully, Peter wasn't in a 
hospital gown, so that saved some embarrassment. He was dressed in the same AC/DC shirt and 
the same jeans. 


Once Peter was upright, Tony made sure he could walk even after hearing many sentences along 
the lines of 'I'm fine, Mr. Stark’. Finally, they walked out of the room and made it to the elevator. 
Tony watched Peter's expression switch to shock after watching how it worked. 


"This is so cool!" 

"Kid, haven't you been in here before?" 

"Yeah, but it's still cool." 

Tony snorted. 

They started chatting, but Peter stopped abruptly in the middle of a sentence. 
"Pete?" Tony looked at him with concern. 

"My uncle. What's going to happen to him?" 

Tony frowned. 

"He's going to jail, kiddo," he said in a soothing voice. 

Peter turned to him, eyebrows furrowing in confusion. 

"H-How? You have no proof." 

Tony sighed, knowing he was going to have to tell the kid everything. 

"Pri, stop the elevator." 

The elevator slowly stopped, making Peter and Tony jerk once it fully stopped moving. 


"Kid, I really don't want to say this, but you were going to find out eventually. Me and the team are 
the strangers you have been texting. I'm Mr. Old, Nat is Ms. Widow, I'm sure you can guess 
everyone else." 


"I've been texting the Avengers?!" 


"Yep." 

"Holy cow. That's crazy, but what does that have to do with my uncle?" 

"Well, the night of the ‘incident,’ you were texting us and accidentally started a group call." 
Peter's eyes widened, but Tony continued on. 


"We heard you whimper and your uncle yell at you, so I sent a drone to see what was happening. 
We saw your uncle hit you, so I flew over in my suit, and I think you can remember the rest. The 
drone recorded the whole incident, and we used it to make sure your uncle stays in prison for the 
rest of his life." 


Tears flooded Peter's eyes. 

"Y-you saw all of that." 

"We did, I'm sorry, Peter." 

Tony's eyes were filled with remorse as he looked at Peter. 
"It's okay. But does that mean he can't h-hurt me anymore." 
"Oh, Petey. Yeah, he can't hurt you, I made sure of it." 


Peter embraced Tony into a hug. He wrapped his arms around Tony's neck, crying into his 
shoulder. 


"T-Thank you. F-for everything." 

"Don't thank me. I'd do anything for you in a heartbeat." 

The pair slunk down to the floor until they were on their knees, still wrapped up in a hug. 
Tony started repeating the same phrases to Peter to calm him down. 

‘It's okay, you're safe now.’ 

"He can"t hurt you anymore.’ 

‘I love you.' 

They stayed like that for a while until Peter stopped sniffling. 

Peter slowly lifted his head from Tony's shoulder. 


"Can we get breakfast now?" 
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"Can we get breakfast now?" Peter said, wiping away his tears. 
"Of course, kiddo." 


The pair got up from the floor and brushed themselves off. Once they were good with how they 
looked, Tony told F.R.I.D.A.Y to continued the ascent up to the penthouse. 


The ride was a mere 15 seconds, but Tony took it as an opportunity to reassure Peter. 
"Hey, Peter. Your uncle can't hurt you anymore." Peter smiled 

"I know, thank you for it, though." 

"Any time." 

This time Tony pulled Peter into a hug. 


They were in the position for only a few seconds, but it was clearly too long because the elevator 
doors opened and revealed all of the Avengers staring at them. 


Thye quickly stepped out of the hug and made their way into the room. 
Peter held another shocked expression after seeing the inside. 


It had the same colour design as the lobby, with a bit of wood accenting some features. There were 
three different couches, all placed in the same area, as well as the chairs. One of the couches was 
huge and looked like it could accommodate 10 people, but all of the other ones were normal sizes. 
The furniture was sleek and modern, and the couches and the chairs shared the same white colour. 
There was a rather big tv placed on the wall with game controllers thrown near it. 


Thor's booming voice shook Peter out of his daze. 


"WELCOME, YOUNG ONE! WE HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR YOUR ARRIVAL." 


Peter flinched but recovered. He focused his eyes towards Thor and couldn't help but gape at the 
sight in front of him. 


All of the Avengers, including Loki, were standing in front of him. They all had warm smiles on 
their faces and a familiar domestic twinkle in their eyes. It was a bit overwhelming and 
nervewracking to see all of them right there, but he focused on greeting them too. 


"H-hi, guys. It's nice to meet you all." he said while secretly thinking, 'God, I wish they would back 
away.’ 


They all said their hellos but still remained standing where they were. 

Tony could see Peter tensing up, so he took charge. 

"All right guys, how about instead of standing there like morons, you tour Peter around." 
They all nodded their heads and let Clint tour him. 

"Ahem, if everyone would follow me, please." he said in a ‘customer service’ tone. 

Tony wrapped his arm around Peter and began guiding him to where Clint was headed. 
They arrived at the living room first. 


"Alrighty, so this is the living room. As you can see, there are multiple sets of couches, chairs, and 
tables, so don't be afraid of never having anywhere to sit or place your drinks." 


Clint winked and pressed on. 


"We have an excessively large TV here that is operated by Friday, just tell her what you want, and 
she will do it. We watch movies and shows on this TV, but I prefer playing MarioKart. Some 
people would say I am the master at playing it." 


Peter heard Sam scoff in the distance. 
The group moved again, and now they were in the kitchen. But this time, Bucky spoke. 


"This is our kitchen. Our cupboards are filled to the brim with snacks, and if you want a different 
snack but we don't have it, just ask Friday to order some. Sometimes we cook in here and 
sometimes we don't. We have designated chefs due to the fact some people aren't made for the 
kitchen. Especially if those people managed to set pasta on fire." 


Bucky glared at Steve. 
"It happed one time! Only onc-" 
Bucy interrupted him. 


"Anyways, so we have a list Friday made to determine who shouldn't cook. Hey Friday, read the 
list of people who aren't and are allowed to cook in the kitchen." 


"Of course, Mr. Barnes." 


Bucky smirked at hearing different people around him groan. 


"The list labelled 'Don't Let Those People Near a Stove' is ready." 
Bucky grinned. 
"Go ahead." 


"There are 5/13 people who cannot cook without supervision." F.R.I.D.A.Y paused as she pulled 
up the list. "The first one on the list is Vision, the reason given is ‘he is a robot and cannot cook for 
the sake of humanity.’ The next person on the list is Tony Stark, the reason being 'he keeps on 
updating the appliances while the food is being made, and it causes multiple explosions.’ Third on 
the list is Steve Rogers; his reason is 'he manages to set anything on fire, I wouldn't be surprised if 
he did it to water.’ Thor Odinson is fourth on the list, and his reason is ‘he tries to use his thunder 
powers for cooking, and it is a safety hazard.’ And the last one on the list is Natasha Romanoff; the 
reason in her file is 'she is scary while she cooks, and if you break her concentration, she will 
through a knife at you. This is a concern, so she's lost her cooking privileges.' Everyone else is 
allowed to cook, including Peter Parker. My scanners are picking up high intelligence with cooking 
skills." 


"Well, that's just unfair. A 15-year-old can cook, but I can't!" Steve exclaimed. 

Bucky rolled his eyes. 

"Moving on," Bucky said as he took over the tour. "The rest of this is just free space to relax in." 
Peter smiled. 

"Thank you." 

"It was our pleasure," Wanda said, but Clint was not happy with that. 

"Oh please. 'Our pleasure’. It was just me and Bucky that did all the work." 

Wanda's eyes started to glow, and he quickly shut his mouth. 

Tony squeezed Peter closer to him and started talking. 


"Welp, thank you guys for the tour, but I need to show Petey his room now," he said, walking them 
both to the elevator. 


The duo stepped into the elevator, and Peter said one last thing before the doors shut. 

"T'll see you guys soon." 

All of the Avengers waved, and Peter and Tony made their way to the second-highest floor. 
Tony and Peter stepped out and were met with a hallway. 


"So, this is where we all sleep. There is a kitchen and living room up here, but they aren't as 
elaborate as the other ones." 


He walked him down to one of the rooms and opened the door. The room was a plain white shade, 
with a boring bed and desk in it. Either than those two things, it was empty, but there was a 
bathroom attached. 


"I know this isn't much, but we'll start working on getting your stuff from your apartment and 
painting it and buying furniture and all that jazz. So...what do you think?" 


He looked over two Peter whose eyes were twinkling. 

"I love it! The room is like the size of my apartment, and I have my own bathroom!" 

He wrapped Tony up in a hug again, which Tony gladly accepted. 

"It's amazing, thank you." 

"It's no problem kid, I was kind of asking about the plan, but I'm glad you like the room too." 
"Oh right, I like the plan too." 

"Good, let's go look at some stuff to buy then, kid." 


He walked the boy over to one of the couches on the floor, and they began looking at different 
websites of furniture and clothes. 


It was | pm by the time they finished online shopping. 


They had ordered a new bed and mattress, shelves, lego sets, posters, clothes with and without 
science puns, new shoes, a new desk and chair, a love seat, a computer, a nightstand, books, and a 
wardrobe. In addition, they hired a painter to come in soon to paint his room a nice shade of blue 
and paint one wall with chalkboard paint so Peter could write whatever he wanted. 


The two also planned a day to go to his apartment to grab his stuff to make his room feel homier. 


When it was 1:30 pm, they were discussing lab days and Spider-man plans when Pepper called for 
lunch, which gave Peter a chance to meet her. 


Pepper had been so busy with work and the court case that she relied on F.R.I.D.A.Y to relay the 
information about Peter. 


The now trio walked into the elevator and made their way back to the penthouse. 


They walked to the kitchen, and the smell of spaghetti and sandwiches of different varieties hit 
their noses. 


The kitchen counter was like a buffet. There were huge portions of fruits, veggies, crackers, fries, 
sandwiches, spring rolls, and pasta all plated around the counter. The team was all grabbing plates 
and dishing up. 


Peter hesitated to get some, but Tony assured him that he could eat as much as he wants. 
He grabbed a bit of everything and sat down next to Tony at the huge table. 


They all were talking about different things making the volume in the room loud, but it was 
tolerable. 


Peter was happy that there wasn't a spotlight on him, but Sam quickly ruined that. 


"So, Peter, when we were giving you the tour, Friday said that you had a lot of knowledge about 
cooking. Is that true?" 


Peter looked up from his plate and was met with Earth's defenders staring at him. 


"Um, yeah, it is." he rubbed the back of his neck. 


"Who taught you?" Pepper asked. 

"Uh, my aunt, but she wasn't that good of a cook, so it wasn't that reliable." 

"So you're self-taught?" Rhodey probed. 

"Y-yeah. I had to learn after my aunt died because my uncle didn't want to cook." 

"You're uncle didn't cook for you?" Steve questioned. 

"Yeah, as you all know, he wasn't that good of a man, so I had to do a lot of things myself." 
"No shit." Tony blurted out. 

Pepper kicked him from under the table, and he held up his hands as a mock surrender. 

"Sorry, sorry. I couldn't help myself." 

Everyone except Peter and Vision glared daggers at Tony. (Vision doesn't know how to glare.) 


The silence was deadly and lasted minutes until Peter abruptly snorted while drinking his water. 
Then, everyone's eyes went back to him. 


"Uh, are you okay?" Bruce asked, worried about the kid's safety. 

"Um yeah, sorry, I'm good. I was just thinking about when Ben would get mad." he giggled. 
Everyone's faces turned remorseful, but Peter tried to fix it. 

"It's not that type of memory," he reassured. 

Loki raised his eyebrow at him. 

"Explain then, mortal." 


"Well, whenever Ben got angry, his lip would curl in, and it was super funny. And I guess that 
image decided to pop into my head right now." 


Everyone's faces just showed confusion, and Peter groaned. 
"Can someone please change the topic to literally anything," he begged. 
Vision decided to speak up, but it wasn't really the right topic to choose. 


"Well, within my database, it says that the United States has one of the worst records among 
industrialized nations meaning they lose on average between four and seven children every day to 
child abuse and neglect." 


"Vision!" Wanda exclaimed with the same wide-eyed expression everyone else had. 
"And the best topic changer award goes to Vision!" Clint announced while stifling a laugh. 


If looks could kill, Clint would be dead on the floor right now based on the way Natasha was 
staring at him. 


Pepper, being the angel she was, changed the topic. 


"So did you guys hear that Russia is still competing in the Olympics, even after the drug 
problem..." 


The conversation carried on, getting further and further away from the topic of abuse, which 
relieved Peter. 


They all ate and talked for 30 minutes before they all dispersed. 
Tony took Peter down to his lab, not surprised when Peter's face lit up for the third time that day. 
He toured him around the lab and settled him at a work station near him. 


Peter showed him his A.I Karen, which Tony was super impressed by, and started making a new 
suit with her in it. 


Tony worked on all of the safety programs for Peter's suit, like the baby monitor protocol, where 
he can see whatever Peter sees when he wears the suit. Of course, it earned complaints and groans 
from Peter, but he didn't budge away from the decision. 


They worked for what felt like 30 minutes but ended up being five hours. They were called for 
dinner, and once again, the counter was filled up to the brim with food. They ordered five of 
everything from the menu of the Vietnamese take-out place, which they heavily tipped for the 
inconvenience. 


Everyone settled down at the table again, avoiding the very specific topic that brought a lot of 
tension last meal. 


Once they all were done eating, Clint insisted on playing a game, and Peter suggested the card 
game Spoons. No of them ever heard of it before, so he explained it. 


"Okay, so in Spoons, the object of the game is to be the last player standing. We all sit together in a 
circle with spoons in the center. The number of spoons is the total number of players minus one. So 
if we were playing with six people, there would only be five spoons." 


"Like musical chairs." Bucky pointed out. 


"Exactly. Now, when we play, we will all have 4 cards at all times. We will start with someone 
having the deck of cards next to them. And they will pick up one card from the deck and decide if 
they want to keep it or not. If they do, they will put it in their hand put swap out another one 
because you have to have 4 cards at all times. Once they discard the card, it will be passed to the 
next person, and they will repeat the same process. When we get to the end person, they will grab 
the card, and instead of passing it to the person who started it, they will make a pile of junk cards. 
The goal while playing is to try to get a four of a kind, like 4 sevens or 4 kings. If you do end up 
getting four of a kind, you grab a spoon, and soon everyone will follow. Leaving one person who 
couldn't get a spoon. Whoever didn't get it will get a letter put under their name each time they 
lose, and it will slowly spell out spoons. If the player gets spoons spelt out, then they get kicked 
out of the game, making the number of players get smaller and smaller. So does everyone 
understand?" 


Everyone nodded their heads, and they played. 
This resulted in many angry outbursts from Sam, Loki, Thor, and Tony. 


They all soon calmed down when a movie was promised. 


Natasha and Peter were the ones who ended up winning, and everyone said it was unfair since 
Peter had a Spider-sense and Nat could read everyone's faces. 


Tony met up with the kid as they walked to the couches to watch a movie. Tony ruffled the kid's 
hair and congratulated him on winning. 


They cuddled close together and watched the team argue about what to watch until Rhodey 
suggested to watch the multiple movies of 'Insidious'. 


They were horror movies, so it ended up with the result of Peter subconsciously cuddling closer to 
Tony. 


Although Tony would never admit it, it made him feel proud. It made him feel happy that the boy 
could seek protection from him. And he was going to make sure he would protect him. 


When they got to the third movie, Peter started dozing off, and Tony took that as an invitation to 
comb his hand through his kid's hair. He knew that all of his friends were watching him, but he 
didn't care because this was his kid now. 


He has the most precious boy in the world curled up on his side right now. 


And would do anything for him. Because he wanted to show his boy the care and appreciation he 
deserved. Not earned. 


He cautiously grabbed a blanket and placed it over the both of them to keep his kid warm and safe. 


When the movie ended, everyone decided to go to bed, and Tony, despite his back pain, carried 
Peter to his room. 


He laid his kid down on the mattress, put the sheets over the kid, and right when he was about to 
walk off, a hand grabbed his arm. 


"Stay," Peter whispered. 
"Okay," Tony said, not caring how soft his kid made him. 


He kicked off his shoes and climbed into the bed. He scooched closer to Peter and moved the kid's 
body, so his head was up against his chest. 


He looked down at the boy at kissed his curls before carding his hand through them. 
How had Tony Stark A.K.A the merchant of death changed so much in the past few days? 


Well, it was because of one reason. 


He loved Peter Parker. 
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